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SPRINGFIELD 


TIRE 


Prize Contest 





Announcement 


FTER weeks of con- 


sideration of the 





conversations submitted 
by the 120,000 or more 
persons who sent in en- 
tries to the Kelly-Spring- 
field Prize Contest adver- 
tised in the March 10th 
issue of this magazine, 
the judges rendered a de- 
cisior in favor of the dia- 
logue sent in by Miss 
Claire Newman of 703 
, ! Mt. Prospect Ave., New- 
it. i 2 ih Tae. ark, N. J. 


“It’s great to have friends for an emergency like this.” 
“It’s better to have Kelly-Springfields—then you never have the emergency.” 


—Submitted by Miss Claire Newman. 














HE judges had a difficult task. There were a large number of exceedingly clever entries, but 

many of them had to be discarded either because they did not quite fit the picture or because 
they were so similar to captions suggested by two or three hundred other contestants that it was 
impossible to decide which had phrased the idea best. 


Every letter submitted was read as it came in and was immediately either laid aside for further 
consideration or eliminated for one reason or another. When the closing date came the judges had 
over a thousand entries for final consideration. This number was gradually sifted down to fifteen. 
Each of the three judges then wrote down his first, second and third choice of the fifteen. When the 
lists were compared, it was found that Miss Newman’s contribution was the only one which had been 
chosen by all three judges, and a check for $250.00 was therefore mailed to her. 





A contribution from far-off Peru got two votes and so did one from a Pennsylvania farm, but the 
winning caption was the only one that got all three votes. 


The entries came in from all over the world—from Canada, Mexico, Cuba, South America, 
Hawaii, the Philippines, Japan, China, France, England, Alaska and every state in the Union. 


Only four contestants failed to recognize the picture as a Kelly-Springfield advertisement. 

























: The Slip-Shod Driver 


Tue slip-shod driver leaves Weed Tire Chains in the 
locker when careful drivers put them on their tires. 
The slip-shod driver comes recklessly out of side streets; 
the slip-shod driver cuts corners; the s/ip-shod driver 
never inspects his brakes and steering gear; the s/ip- 
shod driver does not signal before turning or stop- 
ping; the s/ip-shod driver does not give a warning 
signal of his approach. 


Help us concentrate the light of a condemning public 
opinion on the s/ip-shod driver—the greatest menace 
of motoring. 


Help us forge an endless chain campaign for inotor- 
ing safety for everyone. 


Show this advertisement to all s/ip-shod drivers you 
meet and ask them to spread its doctrines to others 
in their class. 





Reprints of this advertisement will be mailed on 
request. 





AMERICAN CHAIN COMPANY, INCORPORATED 


BRIDGEPORT Xe CONNECTICUT 
In Canada: Dominion Chain Company, Limited, Niagara Falls, Ontario 


General Sales Office: Grand Central Terminal Building, New York City 
District Sales Offices : Boston Chicago Philadelphia Pittsburgh Portland, Ore. San Francisco 


THE LARGEST MANUFACTURERS OF CHAIN IN THE WORLD 
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I AM THE SPIRIT OF AMERICAN 
MAGAZINES: 


I am dedicated to the proposition that all men are created equally stupid. 


I know What the Public Wants and, safe in this knowledge, I dictate my 


commandments to the makers of our national literature. 


In my realm— 





No stories shall end unhappily. 


Each shall contain a lesson, preferably of how the hero 
made fifty thousand dollars and was promoted to the 
Sales Managership. 


Omnipotent shall be the presence of the “half a million 
women subscribers in the small towns of the Middle 
West.” What they like, goes. 


Any illustration which has a pretty girl in it is the kind 
of Art we want. 


On such occasions as it is necessary to use the word 


“hell,” it shall be printed “h---.” 


There shall be no direct mention made of biological 
functions in a serious manner, but a row of asterisks in 
a spirit of romance never hurt anyone, and often helps 
circulation. 


Readers like to laugh, but not to be laughed at. Satire 
is too promiscuous and might hit some of our readers. 


No one shall poke fun at any public superstition which 
is of more than fifty years’ standing. 


It is just as well not to irritate an advertiser. 


I am the Spirit of American Magazines, dedicated to the proposition that all 


men are created equally stupid. 





And the worst of it is, I am right. 


Num ev’ 












































HEN a small child I was fre- 

quently taken to the zoo. What 

impressed me there most were 
the animals. Considering each animal’s 
rather close confinement, I wondered, 
childishly, how it kept so well. In the 
Museum of Natural History, I knew, 
animals were stuffed. But I was also 
keenly aware that that was not proper 
treatment for a live animal. Although 
a small boy (3 ft. 4 in.) I had an acute 
sense of discrimination. 

For many years I went to the zoo and 
observed. I observed the blue-faced 
mandrill, the red-eyed vireo, the yellow- 
winged bibi and the duck-billed plat- 
ypus. Common to each one was a 
certain form of systematic rest- 
lessness. ‘The platypus, for in- 
stance, would spend hours strid- 


- 
. 
x . 
. 2s 
we ue 
P| % 6 
‘ fa . = 
An ' 
a a . a | 
eS | . 2 
A ing an | 
ye Fy 
‘ 
‘ \ ’ ’ 
. ‘ ‘ 
‘ “zt ¢ 
’ ‘ . 
— 2 
eo ' 4 
. ' ’ ry 
i 8 ‘ , 
’ ’ 
‘\ ‘ ’ 
‘ 





+! 


FIG 3, THE ZOOM-A 
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, % 
ing backs \ 
and forth \ 
in his en- i 
closure !, 
with meas- V4 
ured tread. ’ 
Finally, I 
went to the 
most active 
of them 
all—the 
Giant Sloth 
(Bradypus 
tridacty- 
lus enor- 








FIG.5. THE ENTENTE CORDIALE 


With apologies to PHYSICAL CULTURE LIFE 


The Snappy Six 


Simple Means to Get Well and Stay Well 


By Lionel Roquefort 


mus). As, from day to day. 
I observed his antics, now 
grave, now utterly ridicu- 
lous, it dawned upon me that 
it was by these antics that 
the sloth kept himself in 
natural and normal bobbish- 
ness. By upsetting himself, 
he was setting himself up. 
Thus I evolved the Snappy 
Six—simple exercises for 
the sedentarily occupied. 
Though modified to conform 
to the peculiarities of the 
human form divine, the 
Snappy Six are based upon 
the apparently aimless gam- 
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FIG. 2. 
PERISCOPE 


THE JOLLY 


bols of the Giant Sloth. The 
benefits remain the same. 
Eliminating the time-clock, 
there is a singular similarity 
between the  office-worker 
and his captive brother of 
the zoological gardens. If 
you feel your- 
self going 
“stale,” 
would do wise- 
ly to consider 





you 


FIG. 4. THE “CHEERIO” 
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FIG. 6. THE TEE-TO-TUM 


the Snappy Six illustrated on this page. Ten minutes 
a day devoted to the elongation of the trapezius (as in 
the Jolly Periscope) or the tortion of the latissimus 
dorsi (as in the “Cheerio’’), as well as proper attention to 
the other exercises, will write your own health, accident, 
fire, burglar and weather insurance policies. 
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September 8 


By Evelyn Bennett-Conover 


66 T is not strength, but art, ob- 
tains the prize,” said Pope bat- 
ting for Homer. Therein lies 
the power of John Hinshaw 
Gimmish, who at the age of 


forty or fifty finds himself to-day the 
foremost contest answerer in the United 
States, with a record of four hundred 
and twelve cash first prizes, two hundred 
and thirty-eight seconds and five hundred 
and three minor prizes of from $10 to 
$1 each. 


As this was being written Gimmish 


had just emerged victor in the grilling 
“What Is the Best Name for This Shoe 
Polish” contest, in which more than half 
a million contestants were entered. 


I had journeyed over to Long Island 
to see him and found him with his family 
admiring the beautiful aeroplane which 
he had won by his contribution, the now 
nationally heralded “Shine-em-up-ine.” 

The tall, rangy Elmhurstite does not 
immediately impress one as_ especially 
fitted for the great sport of which he is 
now the preéminent leader. The heavy, 
bushy eyebrows, the closely set eyes and 
the virile, clean-cut arc of hair at the 
back of the head all suggest anything but 
the dreamer type, to which Gimmish cer- 
tainly does not belong. 

This at least was the impression he 
made on me as I watched him examine 
the new ’plane, happy as a child as he 
noted what happened when he pulled 
various levers back and forth. The 
‘plane had just arrived, he informed me, 
and was every bit as fine as the ads 


had said it would be. 


The inspection completed, he ush- 
ered me into the living room of his 
charming home. He _ laughingly 
apologized for the presence of two 
pianos. ; 

“I’ve kept them down here out of 
sentiment,” he boyishly confessed. 
“They are the trophies of my first 
Fill in the Missing Letters in the 
Following Words and Spell the 
Name of the Largest City in the 
United States’ contest, which I won 
in 1893. They represent the first 
and second prizes.” 

“How on earth do you manage to 
keep in condition?” I asked. 

“Plenty of light exercise and an 
apple a day, keep me feeling fit,” he 
said. “I- believe the real answer to 
my ability, however, is my enthusi- 
asm. Someone has said that it is the 
early bird that catches the worm, 
and I enter each contest the moment 
it is announced. With good guessing 
weather I seldom give more than 
three or four days to one problem. 
I then take a complete rest. 

“Those three or four days, though, are 
filled with the most intense labor. The 
brain work required ‘is terrific. Some- 
times I think I'll go crazy. I work at a 
white heat of energy, constantly straining 
every resource.” 

“What would you advise,” I asked, “as 
the best course of training for the young 
man or woman desirous of taking up con- 
test answering professionally ?” 

“Answer everything,” was his reply. 
“T, myself, began personally with the dear 


With Apologies to The American Magazine 


John H. Gimmish, New 


American Champion 


An interview with America’s Premier Contest Answerer 





JOHN H. GIMMISH 


a man who had a vision, backed up with 
enough “stick-to-it-iveness” to convert that 
vision into terms of dollars and cents. In 
the accompanying interview, Mr. Gimmish 
gives our readers some “plain talk” about 
the problems which confront American busi- 
ness, and what is our country, America, go- 
ing te do about it? Read what Mr. Gim- 
mish says. There is a message in it for YOU. 


old Hidden Person series in 


1881, the 
weekly first prizes being two dollars, with 
ten subsidiary prizes consisting of mem- 
bership buttons of the Daisy Boys’ Club. 


I won four dollars in cash and eight 
memberships in the club. I won my first 
cash prize in that contest, through find- 
ing the colored man in Picture No. 6, 
which showed a large lumber yard. You 
may remember the colored man was in 
the upper left-hand corner, upside down. 

“The variety of prizes offered has 

(Continued on page 29) 





| 4 are told he “discovered” America. 
discovered a continent. 


and Mrs. Robinson. 


.” T never spoke to him. 
} 


worn out by the heat of the day. 
of the city. I spoke to him. 
‘Pretty hot, isn’t it?” I said. 





,» VERYONE knows the story of Christopher Columbus. We 
He did in a way. He 
But he didn’t discover John Robin- 


(he Robinsons live in the apartment next to me in New York. 
I have met Robinson coming home from his office “many’s the 
time.” He never spoke to me. 
ghbors and fellow voters but we had never 
Ine night last week we got in the elevator together. 
I broke an “unwritten 


He seemed startled and then broke into a smile. 


Sid Says: 


You don’t need any ships to discover America 


That’s “just it.” 


We were 
‘got together.” 
I saw he 


: cities or not. 


anything. 
sailing the high seas. 


When you are neighborly you are discovering a little of America 
A friend is as valuable to you as a continent to 


for yourself. 
Columbus. 





“Yes, it is,” he replied. 
Well, what about it? 
Few of us do it. Few of us 
that we have neighbors. 
and my family has “made friends” with his. 
I discovered him and he discovered me. 

We are all Columbuses no matter whether we live in the big 
We think we don’t have opportunities to discover 
We think we are all in port when we are really 


Anybody could do that. 

recognize 
I have made a friend of Robinson now 
The point is that 


you ask. 








WHEN LATE SUMMER 
BREEZES CROOK A _ BECK- 
ONING FINGER, SOCIETY 


HARKENS TO THEIR CALL 


(Right, or wrong, my country) 
Piping Rock would not seem 
like Piping Rock, if Mrs. 
Gouverneur Erpf (left) and 
Mrs. Courtlandt Klitz, junior, 
(extreme left) did not attend 
the races at Belmont Park. 
Both young matrons may al- 
ways be counted upon to bring 
an added touch of smartness 
to the gay throngs who throng 


the paddock 


With Apologies to VO G U E 








(Right beside you) 
“Well begun is half 
done” cry Miss 
Suzanne Neff, Mrs. 
F. Henry Van de L. 
Dounce, and Miss 
Amelia Blease, as 
they start off on the 
six-day race which is 
an annual feature in 
Tuxedo activities. 














(From left to right, and return) There are no 
more notable social events of the Newport season 
than the extensive chowder parties given at 
“Dunecrest,” the estate of Mrs. R. Lorimer Gersh, 
and there are few more familiar figures about the 
grounds than that of their hostess, who is often 
caught behind the wheel of her high-powered 
roadster with specially designed body 


















































LIFE 


AND FLOCKS TO Tue 
GREAT OUTDOORS, 4s 
MOTHS DANCE TO THE 


PIPING OF THE FLAME 


(From left to right, al 
good wishes for a Happy Last- 
er) Light-hearted specta 
the tennis matches wi 
Misses Augusta and Sor 
Ilg, Miss Barbara F. L : 
Miss Minnie Necker, and (in 
front) Mr. Devereaux L 
an enthusiastic tennis enthu- 
siast. Miss Necker is ata 
amateur toe dancer and ven- 
triloquist. 






































(Left, as you enter) 
All three young wo- 
men take an ardent 
interest in sports. 
Mrs. Dounce was 

member of the wo- 
men’s pyrography 
team, which last 
year came so close t 
defeating the more 
wiry British lineeut 
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WHICH? 
Nealy in the Cleveland Intelligencer-Democrat. 


THE 


ETERNAL 
Erple in the St. Louis Gazette-News 


QUESTION CHOOSE! 
MeNaughty in the San Francisco 


Dispatch-Telegraph-Pos 


_ 


VARYING VIEWS OF THE TARIFF QUESTION 


THE FIFTY BILLION DOLLAR 
APPROPRIATION BILL 


ELDOM has such a storm of controversy, one way and the 
S other, been stirred up as has resulted from the introduction 

into Congress of the Lupkin-McArdle Appropriation Bill, 
calling for an expenditure of $50,000,000,000 from the national 
treasury. 

“A great waste of money” is the phrase used by the Provi- 
dence /nformer-Democrat (Ind. Rep.) while the Louisville 
Herald-Bee (Dem.) refers to it as “the greatest piece of con- 
structive legislation since the revocation of the Edict of Nantes”. 
Still another viewpoint is taken by the Boise Courier-Blatt 
(Soc.) which says: 

“Representative McArdle has introduced his bill for the 
appropriation of Government moneys to the extent of $50,000,- 
000,000. This is all very well, but there is nothing in the bill 
which tells what the money is to be spent for. It simply appro- 
priates the sum specified. Are we to understand that it is to 
be devoted to the purchase of tan sneakers for tennis playing 
Congressmen? If so, we are against it.” 

On the other hand, we have the Old Orchard Mouse-News 
(Independent Hindoo) which believes that “it is a good bill,” 
while the Burlington Boll-Weevil-Intelligencer (Eastern Stand- 
ard ‘lime) avers that “it is a bad bill.” “It has its good and 


bad points,” maintains the Old Lyme Opium-Republican (Bap- 
tist) taking the other side of the fence from the Pepperhill 
Grunt (cheers and laughter) which asserts that “it has neither 
good nor bad points.” “Pretty fair” is the opinion of the 
Methuen Recorder-Placket, although the Ossining Home News 
reasons that “fifty billions is a pretty large sum of money for 
one little boy.” 


CAN MAN LIVE UNDER WATER?—This age-old question 
is partially answered by Rabindranath Gupto in the March issue 
of the Weekly Punjabber of Harput (India). His answer is, 
in effect, “No.” He goes on: 

“At Dunbo last summer I completed my researches, coming, 
quite by chance on the solution as I was sitting on the raft at 
the bathing-beach. My little seven-year-old boy, with his wife, 
were with me, and in a spirit of fun, he pushed me off into the 
water. There was immediately noticeable a general tightening 
of the throat muscles, an inundation of the larynx followed by 
local bubblings, and what amounted practically to a saturated 
solution of the entire system. This was followed by suspended 
animation lasting until dinner was announced.” 

On the other hand, in a letter to the Delhi Dehlo (Burmat), 
Jaisint Rinso, Jolly Good Fellow of the University of Delhi, 
denies categorically the claims of Gupto that man can not live 
under water. So there you are. 





TOPICS IN BRIEF 


Concress has taken the “high” out of “tariff.”.—Columbia 
(8S. C.) Elk. 


Rerort shows record mackerel catch off Newfoundland banks. 
Better luck next time.—Cincinnati (Ohio) Trombone. 


Ture doesn’t seem to be anything left for the Bolsheviki to 
wreck except their whiskers——Boston (Vermont) Earmuff. 


Ix the olden days, naval commanders used to say: “Don’t 
give up the ship!” Now they say: “Here comes the bride!” 
—Dayton (Ohio) Free Crutch. 


_Aw expert says that every child in the country has defective 
Vision, Oh say can you see? 
—Washington (D. C.) News-Courier-Press. 


Ir looks like the theatrical slump was here. Hot dog. 
—New York Times. 


You can fool some of the people all of the time, and you car 
fool all of the people some of the time; but you can’t fool all 
of the people all of the time. 

—S. Jay Kaufman in New York Globe. 


Ir it is true that the price of eggs is coming down, it ought 
to make the hens pretty sore.—Plainville Alligator-Democrat. 


Accorpinc to reports, the country needs rain. We have heard 
that report before, however. 
—Kennebunkport (Me.) Aspirin Herald. 


Wuewn the World Series begins next month there ought not 
to be any trouble in picking up a little odd change for those of 
us who have kept our eyes open.—The Churchman. 
























With Apologies to COUNTRY LIFE LIFE 


AMERICAN THE RESIDENCE of JOHN WIMBLE 


at 310 South Main Street, East Athens, North Dakota 


COUNTRY HOUSES Warp and Woof, Architects | S 
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The with-drawing room, an ideal salon for Milady and her guests. Especially effective is the treatment of the mantelpiece with He 
its subtle elaboration of décor. 
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Lookin westward from the morning room window. Al 
A glimpse of the patio with its symbolic oil can. was 
(Left) The foyer and main staircase—a fine example of the start 











later General Grant period of architectural expression movi 
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With Apologies to PHOTOPLAY 


So This Is April! 



































; Our interviewer boldly enters 
: the lair of the famous child-star, 
and—but read of her adventures 
for yourself 
By EDNA BEMIS LYNN 
T wos with mixed sensations of trepidation and awe that I 
walked up the steps of “Folly Manor,” the gorgeously 
expensive Hollywood home of April Folly, the diminutive 
st: Even the granite lions that flanked the bronze doors 
registered studied disdain as I passed. 
Apri! Folly! What a train of thought the name inspired! 
I could not believe that I was about to encounter the Wonder 
Girl ot Filmdom in the flesh, or, at least, face to face. 
I had wondered so about. her home life! 
] Was she the same unaffected, unspoiled, “regular” person 
when she was “out of office hours” away from the mad whirl 
of the studio? April Folly’s home life is ideally perfect. Speaking 
A man servant answered my summons. Bp my do figs chon he eet lies ne 
“Ts Miss Folly at home?” I gulped. taken), she says, “We are something more than 
WN, was the realy. “che’s out.” just husband and wife—we are pals.” 
ply, : 
I made no secret of my disappointment. 
“T came to interview Miss Folly,” I sighed, “but I know I was rendered inarticulate by the enormity of his sacrilege. 
she dovsn’t want to see me. I should have realized that of I made no secret of my indignation. 
course she shrinks from publicity and doesn’t like to have her “They talk about her kiddie-like beauty,” he continued. 
name in print, and especially her picture, and ; “Phooie! Why, her beauty is nothing but a combination of 
“You're wrong,” the fellow interrupted. “You're all wrong.” enamel, peroxide, belladonna and rouge. Stripped of her 
“Why—?” I made no secret of my astonishment. spare parts, she looks like bad news from Siberia.” 
“Miss Folly doesn’t shrink from publicity. On the con- I was on the verge of collapse. 
trary, she craves it. If it were necessary to commit murder “And as for her ‘ideal home life’ "he emitted a dry, 
to break into print, she’d commit murder; and if that were mirthless laugh—“Why, her poor, insignificant husband never 
not enough, she wouldn’t hesitate to i sees her except when he goes to the movies—which is damned 
He was fortunately deterred by the look of pained horror seldom; and her eight children have to call her by her first 
that suffused my face. name and pretend that she is their little sister.” 
“Well, let it pass,” he said. “Anyway, her motto is ‘noto- I finally managed to gasp out the words: 
riety at any price’ and the worst of it is, she gets away “Who—who in Heaven’s name are you?” 
with ir.” The fellow looked around, as though his pale eyes were 
[ couldn’t credit my senses. Was the fellow insane? attempting to pierce the black shadows of the vast mansion 
“It would be different if she could act,” he sighed. “But that April Folly’s salary had erected. 
she hasn’t a thought in her head. She eats, walks, smiles, “Oh—I,” he murmured, “I’m just her husband.” 
frowns, endorses checks—does everything, in fact, just as the And he disappeared from view. 
director tells her. She’s never contributed a single idea of her I thrilled inwardly, for I felt that a new and unexpectedly 
own to any picture she ever appeared in.” beautiful side of April Folly’s life had been bared to me. 
QUESTIONS AND ANSWERS 
ONES A.—Wallace Reid is married. “Uncle Tom’s Cabin.” Yes, she was a Wesley Barry. Why not write and ask 
member of the original Broadway cast. Variety about it? 
Jack S., STEAMBOAT SPRINGS, COLo. 
—Yes Bebe Daniels’ first name Crara, Porttanp, Ore.—Wallace Reid June Bup, Wasu Ho ttow, S. D.—Wal- 
is pronounced so that it rhymes is married. lace Reid is married. 
with febe.” Anybody will tell you how Amartiovs.—There are ever so many ee... a 
that pronounced. Ti he on doe INQUISITIVE.— A” w ins. There are no 
ways of getting into the movies for lenses in Harold Lloyd’s spectacles 
girl who makes a really truly big effort. : ; 
R. |’. D., Cutcaco.—I_ cannot undertake Have you tried writing to your congress- . ame 
to answer medical queries in this depart- 043° Otto.—You ought to be ashamed of 
ment. Try Jim Jam Jems. 7 yourself for asking such a question. 
Joun Henry, CaAnarsig, N. J.—The (Send stamped, self-addressed envelope 
Aue Mae.—The ingenue you mention stage play, “The Admiral Crichton,” was for reply.) 


was on the speaking stage before she 
starte! her professional career in the 
movic Her first engagement was with 








based on Cecil B. DeMille’s famous film, 
“Male and Female.” No, I do not know 
the name of the author, but think it was 





Ernet, Briroxt Seminary. — Wallace 
Reid is married. So is Ben Turpin. 


With apologies to SYSTEM 





ENTIRE YEAR 





‘1ST HALF YEAR PERIOD 


2ND HALF YEAR PERIOD 





1ST QUARTERLY PERIOD 


2ND QUARTERLY PERIOD 


3RD QUARTERLY PERIOD 


4TH QUARTERLY PERIOD 





JAN FEB MAR 


MAY JUNE 


JULY AUG SEPT 


OCT NOV DEC] 





APR 


oe ey es 

















wae 


























LYNN SHE 
Hi 
A 




















Shaded portion shows business done by Gonnick Cantilever Bridge Co. for year 1908, compared with Himalaya Mountains (indicated 


by dotted line) during same period. 


HOW I TRAIN MY MEN 
TO SELL CANTILEVER BRIDGES 


PRESIDENT, 


By JOSEPH L. GONNICK 
JOSEPH L. GONNICK 


CANTILEVER BRIDGE 


COMPANY 


In this article Mr. Gonnick tells how 
his salesmen are trained to sell bridges 


BOUT seven months ago one of our 

A salesmen with a Southern terri- 

tory asked to see me personally. 

I bade him come to my office. As soon 
as we were seated he began: 

“Mr. Gonnick, I am discouraged and 
worried. Business in my district is ter- 
rible as you probably know by my report 
charts. I am afraid,” he added jokingly, 
“T could not sell a bridge in my territory 
at a price of $1.” 

I had been tempted to discharge the 
man as his reports showed he had not 
sold a bridge for several weeks, but his 
remark made me stop and think. His 
territory had always been a very profit- 
able one for us and 
his familiarity with 
the trade had for- 
merly made us con- 
sider him one of our 
best men. 

“Coggswell,” I said. 
“You have been one 
of our best men. 
Have you any solution 
for the problem?” 

“Yes, I have,” he 
replied. “It is there.” 
He pointed to one of 
the mottoes above 
my desk. I turned 
around and read: 
“No Matter How 
Small the Dealer 
He Ought to Get a 
Little Politeness.” 

“T mean,” Coggs- 


well continued, “there is practically no 
co-operation between the factory and the 
field sales force. Let me give you an ex- 
ample. After I have talked and talked 
and finally made him believe in our 
bridges, a customer gives me an order. 
Hoping to keep his fine faith in our 
bridges I ask our factory to be careful. 
But the order department merely ob- 
serves the distance to be covered by the 
bridge and sends him Railroad Trestle, 
Model 3 D, or any other type in our over- 
stock. Mr. Gonnick, this is nothing but 
downright impoliteness to our patrons 
and we cannot succeed along such lines.” 

I saw his point and steps were taken. 


To-day we have monthly dinner dances 
where the sales force and order depart- 
ment meet to exchange experiences and 
establish mutual good will. The sales 
force is in a particularly thriving condi- 
tion, the gross sales during last August, 
a month which usually offers slack trade 
in our line, averaging 22% long and 
short bridges per salesman. 

Another motto that has helped me a 
lot is the one that goes: “Men Are Noth- 
ing But Little Boys Grown Up.” It oc- 
curred to me one day while reading the 
motto that most little boys like to have 
better toys than their comrades. The 
idea came that the same principle could 

be applied to goods 





Bl Men Are Nothing But [a 
H] Little Boys Grown Up 


“MR. GONNICK, BUSINESS IS TERRIBLE!” 


a salesman sells. 
Weekly letters re- 
newing the faith in 
our products 
keep the lonely sales- 
man far away from 
his family from being 
discouraged. 

A bonus and prize 
system has also been 
evolved from the idea. 
Every month a free 
pair of movie seats 
is given the man 
showing the best re- 
port card. The sales- 
man who sells the 
longest bridge during 
the year goes with me 
to the circus as my 
guest. 


now 
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THE START FOR THE UGANDA 
Showing the expedition in readiness to leave Sheidig on the first lap of the dash for the interior. In the 
party are Captain Wallace H. Pearly, M.M.V. (seated), Lieut. Ralph Osk (also seated), Dr. Herman Mec 
Wrangle (lying down in the tonneau) and wives of the married members of the class of 89. The black and 


white number on the side of the racer is to distinguish it from the houses on the street, which 


are num- 
bered in red. 


NATIVE DANCE AMONG THE INHABITANTS OF UGANDA-DAH 


In taking this picture, the photographer was obliged to hide behind a rock a quarter of a mile away and utilize a telephoto 
lens, so jealous are the natives of their privacy while performing this folk dance. The symbolism of the ceremony may 
explained as follows: 

The chief, dancing with his two wahras in the foreground, represents the spirit of Growing Grain. 
the sun and the rain, so necessary for healthy crops. In the background the rest of the villagers crouch in attitudes of fierce 
supplication to the deities, beating time on tom-toms and singing “oi-oi-oi,’ the weird native lament always sent up during the 
rainy season. Beside them are the inevitable baskets of beer. In the upper window of the tarja at the right sits the High Priest 
who throws little things at the dancers in a spirit of good-natured fun. 

This photograph shows well the topography of this section of Uganda-Dah, with the Numbit River winding its way into 
istance and one of those gorgeous native sunsets illuminating the clouds. The bird-house, at the extreme left, is the Post Office. 


be 


The wahras symbolize 


the 








clear conscience lay aside the 
military habiliments with 
which he bolstered up the na- 
tion’s morale during the days 
of strife. Trench coats, poilu 


claiming that the wearer has 
purchased a Liberty Bond, 


that saw hard service in war 
charity bazaars, may be laid 
tenderly away, to be taken 
down and reminisced over on 
future Memorial Days. Back 
to normalcy, or even farther, 
is the slogan of the well- 
dressed ham of to-day. 
Conservatism is the key- 
note, and yet he who would 
aspire to be truly well-dressed 
must not hesitate to stand 
right up and be a little man. 
We must not forget to pay 
tribute to that brave little 
band who introduced wash AN 
ties, sleeve garters, elks’ tooth 
charms, tie clips, and belted 
business suits, into our na- 
tional dress, and thus gave it 
that touch of whimsicality 
which redeemed it from the 
-hopelessly drab. When a ing. 
man becomes too conservative 
in his dress, there is nothing 
left but the river. 
ham knows that if he occasionally 
ceases to play safe and lets himself 
go to the extent of tucking the ends 
of his bow tie under his collar, or 
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For the Well Dressed Ham 


Week-End Accessories and What You Can Do with Them 





OW that the war is as 
good as over, the well- 
dressed ham may with a 


suitings, buttons pro- 


fancy dress uniforms 
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This full-brogued, wing tip 
shoe, equally appropriate for the 
letter-carrier’s route or the 
tramper’s hike, will wear almost 
as long as if it were fashioned 
of real, gsi" leather. Price 


.85, for two. 


The well-dressed 


For lounging about the country club porch or the corner cigar 
store, a suit of taupe gabardine is conservative and yet zesttful. 
Attractive features are the freshly sharpened lapels, the one- 
way pockets, the Empire waistline, and the Will-Snap fasten- 
Price, $45.00, including two pairs of trousers; or climb a 
flight of stairs and save thirty dollars. 





That practical whim of the mode, 

a correctly shaved neck, insures 

its owner coolness and comfort 

through these languorous Sep- 

tember days, and allows full 

scope and an easy swing back 
of the ears. 














wearing a maroon alpaca din- 


ner coat, he will be yell re- 
paid for his daring. Many 
a plump raspberry will be 


laid at the feet of the in- 
stigator of such novelti-s. He 
can carry off these things just 
because he is the well-:\ressed 
ham, and no one expects any- 
thing else of him. 

But again, there is such a 
thing as going too far in th 
way of adding novel touches 
to the fashion. Oh, yes, there 
is so, too! Certain men, who 
shall be nameless, have re- 
cently introduced the custoy 
of wearing white sneakers 
with their cutaways. and, 
while this may be counten- 
anced en famille, or on th 
Coney Island boat, we must 
frown on it severely, no mat- 
ter how it may hurt us to di 
so, for formal wear. 

The practice of omitting 
socks, collar, and tie, with 
evening dress, although it gives 

- an enviable note of careful 
carelessness, may not safely 
be adopted by the ham over 
forty. And, though brimless 


straw hats, red mittens, and 
shoes wrapped in burlap ar 
widely seen on some of our 
most prominent asl)-men 
street cleaners, and other 


men-about-town, the well-dressed ham 


well to remember  constantl) 


that he must be of just the right 


if he would carry them off 


successfully. 





A welcome note of color to re- 
lieve the sombreness of dress in 
which all too many are prone to 
drop is provided by sleeve gar- 
ters of pink silk elastic with 
gold bows. Price 35 cents, or 
what have you? 
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The Ordeal 


By Paul Pulp 


SHE OFFERED HIM THE AMBROSIAL 
DELIGHTS OF PARADISE, and commanded 


him to choose! What would you have done? 


was wavering on the brink of a lofty precipice, and 
below me billowed vast, formless masses of soft, roseate 
and something within 


* 
Ce HE spoke to me from the depths of those black 
! pools of ineffable mystery which were her eyes. 
=y “Choose!” she seemed to say. And there was clouds. I felt that I must fall: 
Lt —@ in her voice that which made me know that the me whispered that it would be sweet . . . so sweet . 


moment had come when I must decide. But—I could not decide. 
“Choose,” murmured her eyes, and there was in them 


a note of yearning tenderness—of desperate appeal. 
“Damn the woman,” I cried in my soul. “Why must 


was troubled. 
ifow could I choose between the deliriously delectable 
delights which she offered me—which she yielded to me 
wit! a gesture of passionate surrender? 
looked again into her lambent eyes. The message 
that shone forth was unmistakable—inevitable. 
Choose !”’ she pleaded. 


she tempt me—?” 
And even as I cried, I yielded. 
My throat was parched; my eyes protruded bulbously 
from burning sockets; my lips trembled pitifully. 
llow could I decide? I lifted a shaking finger and pointed. 
‘lv heart raced; and the pulse beats throbbed with “Give me that chocolate éclair,’ I blubbered to the 
ne fury in my temples, beating down the barriers of waitress, as I sank back into unconsciousness. 


reason—shattering the ramparts of my resistance. I Tue Enp 
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Destiny: Chansonette 
By Muriel Warm 
I 
Thy lips were ashen 
With passion 
IT 
My lips were ashen 
With passion 
III 
Ashes to ashes. 


A Ay — 
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Py . Naw 
Integer Vitae 


By Coningsby Dibble 





Tuere is really very little difference between the man who is constantly 
in his cups and the man who is constantly in love. Neither case is hopeless. 

For the chronic drunkard, there is the Keeley cure. 

For the chronic lover, there is marriage. 
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London Offices, Rolls House, Breams Bldgs., London, E. 


HE Sun—or 
maybe it was the 
Herald—printed the 
other day in a frame 
of lines on its first 
page the sentiment 











of some discerning person, that for the 
uses of these times Sir John Falstaff 
was one of the great characters of his- 
tory. The usefulness detected in Sir 
John was not his great prowess as a 
man-at-arms, but his abundant cheer- 
fulness, and ability to provide amuse- 
ment out of trying situations and make 
anxious people laugh. 

These are anxious times enough in all 
conscience, and it is true that Sir John 
is a good example for us as we strug- 
gle through them. We need to laugh 
whenever we can, just to keep us in 
wholesome order, and whoever makes 
us laugh does a better office than he is 
likely to get credit for. 

One of the marvels of the war was 
the Mark Tapleyness of the English 
soldiers. In all circumstances—suffer- 
ing all things, enduring all things— 
they never ceased to joke. “Are we 
down-hearted? NO!’—was what we 
kept hearing month after month, year 
after year, as a British sentiment. And 
it was by no means a shallow sentiment, 
but evidence of the ability of the spirit 
to rise above all the miseries of the 
flesh and carry on to whatever waited. 

It is a great thing to be able to 
snatch gaiety out of peril and bodily 
woes, and an excellent office to provide 
the gaiety when it has ceased to be 
spontaneous. Some Englishman who 
wrote a critical examination of the 
powers and qualities of Charlie Chap- 
lin, told of coming with his command 
in the war back to camp after a turn 
in the trenches, utterly beat out, ex- 
hausted and for the moment despondent, 
and finding a movie show in operation 
with Charlie Chaplin on the films, His 





“While there is Life there’s Hope” 
Published by 
LIFE PUBLISHING COMPANY 


598 Madison Avenue, New York 


description of the instant change in 
spirit induced by that show in those 
fagged-out men was very striking. 
Something was done for them and done 
instantly by those foolish pictures that 
would only have come gradually out of 
food and drink and rest. The food and 
rest working through the body would 
presently have reanimated the spirit, but 
the laughter-making pictures reached 
the spirit by direct action and revived it. 


G~S 


E commend people for their seri- 

ous minds, and that is right, for 
we think of them as people who have 
understanding and are not triflers. But 
with a mind the most serious in that 
sense may go, and often does go, an in- 
domitable cheerfulness and even gaiety 
of spirit that revives the downcast like 
medicine, and uses laughter as a bridge 
over hard places. Aristophanes, who 
dealt in jokes, was not less great nor 
geared to less important purposes than 
the Greek tragedians. Indeed, he is 
sometimes rated higher than Euripides 
and Aéschylus as being possessor of 
a rarer gift. Lincoln is usually pic- 
tured as a man of sorrows, all but over- 
whelmed with cares and saddened by 
them. The notion seems prevalent that 
Lincoln didn’t have a good time. 

Don’t believe it! Lincoln had im- 
mense cares and responsibilities, and 
fair share of domestic troubles, and 
doubtless was at times perplexed and 
worried to the limit of his endurance. 
But there never was a time when Lin- 
coln could not laugh. Laughter was 
medicine to him. When his own mind 
did not furnish it he took it from 
wherever he could find it—from Arte- 
mus Ward, from Josh Billings, from 
whoever had it. Charlie Chaplin would 
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have delighted him and done him good 
in anxious hours just as he did good to 
the men from the trenches. 


+ 


ABELAIS is all laughter, and 

coarse at that, yet Rabelais is of 
the immortals and accomplished some- 
thing important for his generation by 
torrents of the broadest ridicule. Vol- 
taire did the like, laughing tyranny, 
bigotry and cruelty out of intrench- 
ments whence no other available force 
could have driven them. When chiv 
alry had run its course, Cervantes 
punctured it with Don Quixote, an im- 
mortal book which is largely a joke. 
Francis Bacon left a jest-book behind 
him, and when Roger Bacon’s diary is 
deciphered, the odds are that abundant 
provision of jokes will be found in 
that. Nature has her jokes, obvious 
and striking, as the toucan among the 
birds, and the wart-hog among quadru- 
peds. Most good writers whose writ- 
ings are read are humorists more or 
less, and as for American letters, it is 
disputed whether the top place belongs 
to Hawthorne or Mark Twain. 

Let no joker, no humorist, no bur- 
lesquer or satirist think small potatoes 
of himself because he is a jester. It 
is a great calling, a purifying calling 
in its office of dispelling cant, and en- 
nobling in its service to truth, and heal- 
ing in its ministrations to worn and 
troubled spirits. Whoever is called to 
it is called to a great profession, and 
should never forget his obligation to 
be worthy of it, and as the doctors are 
sworn in on the oath of Hippocrates, 
so the jokers should be pledged to walk 
worthily in a path trod by many of the 
greatest and noblest of mankind. 

E..S. Martin. 
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Novel Inventions for the Home 

















Aa 


[ Qa. 
©) JOE” 
Uz DIS. 
Sa ' 


17 





“ 





COMBINATION LADIES’ COMB AND TOOL 
CHEST 


he Prongs of the Comb Are Equipped With Detachable Tooth- 
brush, Cigarette-Holder, Powder Puff, Tire Tool, Perfume 
Bottle, Fountain Pen and Shoe Horn. For Ladies Trav- 
eling in Drinking Circles, a Bottle Opener and 
Ice Pick May Be Added 








This Metal Bedcover and Headpiece Was Invented to Protect the Innocent 


INGENIOUS BOILER-PLATE BLANKET 


Sleeper From Harm in Case the Home-Brew Exploded 
in the Middle of the Night 


























THE TALKING COLLAR-BUTTON 


The Head of the Collar-Button Contains a Miniature Phonograph 


Record and Wireless Receiver. As Soon as Button Drops 
to Floor, Owner Starts Electric Current Which, 
When it Reaches Collar-Button, Causes it 
to Say, “Here I Am” 
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REAR LIGHT FOR WALKING ON DARK 
ROADS 


When Coming Home Late From a Poker Party, Imprison 


a Lightning Bug in the Lamp, and You Will 
Not Have to Worry About Your Trousers 
Being Ruined by a Passing Automobile 














ALUMINUM EAR-GUARDS 
A South Bend Genius Has Perfected This 
Arrangement So That the Ears Are 

Fully Protected While Eating Watem 


melon. This Invention Also In- 
sures a Minimum Loss of 
Watermelon 

















SIMPLE LANDLORD REMOVER 
When the Landlord Comes Around on the First of the 
Month, All You Have to Do Is to Pull the Lever 
and Start the Mechanical Foot in Operation. He 
Willi Not Bother You Any More Until He 


Gets Out of the Hospital. Then 
You Can Repeat the Process, 
if Necessary 
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STEPHEN LEACOCK 


the five o’clock whistles blew. The ma- 

chines stopped. The steam died. The 
hands quit. The doors closed. The fac- 
tories shut. Work was over. 

Seth Lachford shut the door of the 
tumble-down place that was called Lach- 
ford’s Works, and went and sat on a pile 
of shingles, thinking of his overhead costs. 
The Lachford business was so undermined 
by overhead that with any further depres- 
sion it would go up altogether. 

All around Seth as he sat were the great 
piles of crumbled gray dust that represent- 
ed his five years’ efforts to make cement. 
The old Lachford farm on the outskirts 
of the factory town had been all torn up 
and scarred with the fruitless attempt. 

As Seth sat there, one might have looked 
twice, or even three times, at the man 
without noticing anything especial about 
him. But if one looked four times one 
observed more than one had remarked in 
three times. The face and the attitude 
were those of a man who had failed. But 
there was something, too, in the hard-bit- 
ten, tight-lipped, close-nipped, — short- 
necked appearance of the man that showed 
that in his case failure, after all, meant 
little more than lack of success, 

Seth Lachford rose, painfully, from the 
bunch of shingles, locked the door of the 
mean place that he called his Works, and 
walked across the lot to the house he 
called his home, where the woman he 
called his wife was cooking supper for 
the things he called his children. 

“Things any better teday?” she queried. 

Seth head-shook dejectedly. 

“Are your overhead expenses per unit 
of output still disproportionate to the 
selling cost of the product?” asked the 


I\ the little factory town of Smudgeville 


ILLUSTRATED BY REA 


sad-eyed woman as she helped her hus- 
band to the fried potatoes. 

“Yes, Min,” desponded Seth, “the capi- 
tal cost of operation shows an ascending 
curve right along.” 

“I see,” said Min, thoughtfully, as she 
poured out molasses for the children, “and 
each further increment of outlay merely 
agglomerates your differential.” 

“It does,” said Seth. 

There was a silence and Seth rose. 

“Where y’ going?” throbbed his wife. 

“Out to sit on the shingles,’ Seth 
glumped, “and think about my overhead 
and my differential cost.” 

“All right,” said Min; then, suddenly, 
her face sanguinated, “Oh, Seth,” she said, 
“I forgot, there’s a letter from brother 
Tom. He'll be here in the morning, and 
he says he can straighten everything out.” 


II 


EXT morning Tom Lachford, pro- 

moter, blew into Smudgeville, and to- 
gether Tom and Seth walked round the 
“plant” and looked at the crumbled piles 
of gray dust. 

The brothers were a contrast—Seth bent 
and hesitant, Tom _  square-built, bull- 
chested, ox-necked, box-jawed, pop-eyed, 
in short, a hundred and fifty per cent 
American all through. 

“See here, Seth,” said Tom, “you've 
tried five years to make cement and you've 
failed?” 

Seth desponded assent. 

“You’ve crushed up all the rocks on the 
old place, and you’ve nothing for it but 
these piles of dirt.” 

Seth ingurgitated but without speaking. 

“Well, look here,” Tom went on, “I’ve 
got an idea and it’s a big thing. If we 


IRVIN 


can pull it off and bring it down, I be 
we can put it over.” 

“What y’ going to do?” asked Set! 

“Going to make a fortune out of that 
dirt. But, first of all, I want a thou.and 
dollars cash.” 

“I haven’t got it,’ exhaled Seth, “und 
the bank won’t lend it. I’ve tried them.” 

“Pshaw!” said Tom. “show me the way 
to that bank. Ill get it.” 

Tom Lachford walked straight to the 
Smudgeville First National Bank, straight 
into it, and straight through it to the 
manager’s room. There was something 
compelling about the man, something dy- 
namic in the way he sat down, and some- 
thing almost titanic or teutonic in the 
way he laid his hat on the table. 

“See here, Mr. Beanhead,” he said, “I 
want the loan of a thousand dollars” 

The manager spasmed. “On what se- 
curity?” he winced. 

“None,” said Lachford. 

The manager brightened. 

“You offer no collateral at all?” he said. 

“Not a cent,” said Tom, “except my per- 
sonality.” 

“Good!” said the banker, delighted. 
“You shall have it. The personal element, 
Mr. Lachford, has become the ne p/us 
ultra of business. I recognize in you one 
of those full-blooded, high-pepped, long- 
sighted, wide-eyed men who are entitled 
to bank loans. This bank will back you.” 


Ui 
. night Seth and Min and Tom sat 


in consultation over their buttermilk 
and pancakes at the supper table. 

“What do you mean to do with 
money, Tom?” asked Min. 


Tom buttermilked a minute, and then, 














That night Tom Lachford Y soon his grip to leave 


by the midnight express, 


und towards Havana. 
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noney. 


“Tom’’, said Seth, “‘there’ve been Lachfords on this place 
for four generations, and never a thief among them.” 


o get a gang of men and treat 


it?” 
treat it; run it into vats and out 
iice it, pulverize it, sling it round 
ng . 
topped pancaking and earlifted. 
s that for?” he exuded. 
il you,” said Tom, “I’m going to 
ids on it and float a company and 
clean up.” 
it’s only dirt!” said Seth, “some- 
failed every time to make it hard- 
cement.” 
n't want cement,” said the pro- 
“Dirt’ll do. Here’s the idea. I’m 
) give it a name—something high- 
x, see! Something that seems to 
ilue. Did you ever hear of Moly- 
Well, what is it? You don't 
Or carborundum or tellurium— 
't know what they are. The public 
now what they are. But they 
Find a deposit of any of 
id your fortune’s made.” 
headnodded silent. 


have an assayer come,” Tom went 


on, “and make an assay of all that dirt 
and crushed rock. That’s only for ap- 
pearance, of course I don’t care what he 
calls it. Pll give it a name that sounds 
good and announce it as a big discovery. 
See? The name I've settled on is palla- 
dium. We'll announce a find of palladium, 
and form a company to work it.” 

Min looked up from the little pile of 
children’s clothing that she was sewing. 
“Issuing common stock,” she said, as she 
bit off a piece of thread, “on a basis of 
prospective earnings capitalized.” 

“But what then?” said Seth. 
sell the stock and it’s no good?” 

“We don’t need to worry. We sell it 
and then we clear out.” 

“Where to?” 

The sad-eyed woman looked up from 
the little garment in her lap. 

“Havana,” she said. 


Iv 


“If we 


ITHIN a week it was known all 
over Smudgeville that heavy depos- 
its of palladium had been found on the old 
Lachford place. Gangs of men were at 


Derricks, cranes, vats, and sluices 
Little crowds of 
people stood round to watch. The palla- 
dium was put into a converter and carried 
from there to a container from which it 
passed to a disturber. It was then put in- 
to a hopper. “What is it?” asked the 
people. “Palladium” the answer. 
The Smudgeville Intelligence explained 
that palladium was a_= graminiferous 
amygdaloid and that its calcareous prop- 
erties rendered it of great commercial 
value. It was practically impervious to 
collusion which made it a high soporific. 


work. 
rose all over the place. 


was 


An assayer was brought, a real one, and 
he walked round over the Lachford place 
and carried off samples. The promoter let 
all the town know that the assayer had 
been on the property. But the report of 
the analysis of the dirt Tom Lachford 
showed to no one. He shoved it into the 
drawer of the kitchen dresser unopened. 
It was the assayer he wanted, not the re- 
port. 

Then Tom Lachford called again upon 


the banker. 


(Continued on page 26) 
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How I Played Music to My Growing 
Vegetables 


OR years, my little 

truck farm had done 

wretchedly. The ears of 

corn came up small and 

close to the head. Nine- 
tenths of them were entirely with- 
out lobes. 

Seated one day at the organ, I 
noticed about the back porch an 
unusual profusion of snap beans 
which my little daughter Effie 
had planted there. Throwing the 
organ into neutral, I went out 
upon the porch to investigate. I 
found the bean plants had over- 
run the porch railing and had en- 
twined themselves about an old, 
abandoned phonograph. It would 
seem that they were doing their 
simple best to make known their 
simple wants—clamoring mutely 
as it were for music. 

Hastily I collected some half 
dozen records, oiled the phono- 
graph and in less time than it 
takes to tell .you, the stillness of 
the noon hour was broken by 
the melodious strains of “Over 
the Waves” cornet solo. 

For supper that night we had 
full-grown snap beans from the 
vines by the back porch. 

Next day’s crack of dawn dis- 
closed me in the fields, the phon- 
ograph securely lashed to my fa- 
vorite wheel hoe. All day long 
I went up and down the rows, 
playing music to the cauliflowers, 
the mangel-wurzels, the kohl-rabi 


By Thomas J. 


Winterbottom 


Owner and Manager of Resteesi Farm, East Peapack, N. J. 


and the Swiss chard. Nightfall 
overtook me tired but elated. In- 
stantaneous response to the har- 


My experiment was a success. 
I experimented further with the 
phonograph and developed the 





with it. 


and growth of garden sass. 
his wheel hoe and, 
The immediate 


results were 


was so matted with vegetation 
Indian guide, has so well put it, 


Below are 
uses he makes of 


three of Mr. 
f them: 


He “Stood in Tears Amid the Alien Corn” 


NIMALS, we all know, are fond of music—snakes are charmed 
i Why not vegetables? 

Thomas J. Winterbottom of East Peapack, N. 
the discovery that music struck a radical note in the development 


while cultivating, 
phenomenal. 
farm which he had contemplated turning into a marble quarry, 
i i that three wildcats f 
strangled to death by the twining creepers. Mr. Winterbottom, 
a cold, stern man not usually given to meaningless exuberance, 
is enthusiastic over his experiment. 
‘everything is jake. 


Winterbottom’s pet 


J., recently made 
lashed an old phonograph to 
serenaded the succotash. 
Within a_ week, his 


were found 


As Rabindranath Tagore, the 


Tue Epirtor. 
pieces and the 





record). Will positively 
three applications. 

Tres modére 
ve ome 








P. 
Danse Macabre—Saint-Saéns (four and a half octave xylophone 
blanch 


celery and lettuce in one to 





PD doux et expressif 


tra). 














L’Aprés-midi d’un_ Faun—Claude Debussy (symphony orches- 
Especially useful in encouraging early asparagus. 
Andante (2-182) Pan ER ge 
a ‘> e 
app a Se wt et SS 
Bae ee 
espress. dolce 
Nocturne Opus 9, No. 2—Chopin (zither and flute duet). Takes 


all sharpness out of radishes, leaving them sweet and wholesome 








monious vibrations had _pro- 
duced an _ average’ increased 
growth of ten to twelve inches! 





His farm as it looked in the summer of 1911. 


Resteesi onion, the Resteesi co- 
cumber and the Resteesi parsnip, 
all 1921 blue ribbon winners. 





Yet I am constantly making 
mistakes, sometimes grave, some- 
times ludicrous. The same phon. 
ograph record or records does 
not generally apply to all varie- 
ties of vegetables. I tried out 
Bach’s “Air for G String” ( violin 
solo) on the French peas. Ii just 
naturally ruined them. I! dis- 
covered later that I should have 
played “Fisher’s Hornpipe” on 
the upper register of a b flat 
soprano saxophone. In the same 
manner, I lost a prize crop of 
Summer squash by giving them 
an overdose of “Keahuailailahe” 
(ukuleles and_ steel guitars), 
Thanks to a slightly cracked record 
of the mad scene from “Lucia,” 
an entire planting of New Zea- 
land spinach up and died on me, 

But the ultimate goal of the 
proper tune for the proper veg- 
etable is well in sight. My com- 
bined record and seed catalogue 
once perfected, will reduce the 
chance of error to practically 
.00000%. With this vision be- 
fore me, you may find me un- 
der the sun-kissed skies of East 
Peapack, overalled and straw 
hatted, piping to the pie-plant 
while the nearby potatoes close 
heavy-lidded eyes in deep appre- 
ciation of the lilting melody. Each 
rippling note loosed in the fields 
means that many rippling notes 
secured in the bank. I consider 
myself a very happy man. 





STARTLING EFFECT OF HARMONY ON MR. WINTERBOTTOM’S CROPS. 
The same scene five years later. 
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With apologies to GOOD HOUSEKEEPING 





Just the simplest table arrangements, but how 
these happ 
gathered about it, will love it for all that! 





kiddies and their little friends, 





A Christmas Party for the Kiddies 


Some thoughts for the Yuletide merrymaking 


HEN Christmas comes around, 

we grown-ups must just step 

way, way back and give place 

to the kiddikins. And what 
could be more appropriate than to let 
them have a Christmas party, all for 
their very ownest own! Here is a real, 
old-fashioned Christmas party that will 
bring joy to the heart of any little 
child-thing. 


Cover the table with green crepe pa- 
per stamped with little gold harps. 
Have as a centerpiece a model of the 
Lakes of Killarney—it is just nothing 
at all to work it up with a few bits of 


broken mirror and a handful of arti- 
ficial rocks. As place cards, use sham- 
rocks cut from green pasteboard with 


the names of the tiny guests written 
upon them in Gaelic. Bonbons in the 


shape of miniature shillalahs will be an 
added delight, the kiddies will aver. 
Carry out the color scheme by serv- 


Just—Mother 
By Florence Lippincott Towel 
|| Maybe some would like to be 
} Queens or princesses or such; 

But those titles, seems to me, 
| Never mean so awf'ly much. 
| When the evening shadows fall 
| Tender little voices call 

Bestest title of them all: 

Tust— Mother. 


Don’t know what the right words 
are, 
But I've always sort of thought 
There are some things better far 
Than those which with gold are 
bought. 
Queens know no such joy profound 
As baby arms their necks around. 
Lord, some day let me be crowned 
Just—Mother. 








Discoveries 
By Other Readers 


ing puree of green peas, lamb covered 
with mint sauce, potatoes colored green 
with parsley juice, and pistache ice 
cream in individual forms of littl 
heads of Eamonn De Valera. It is a 
pretty and winsome touch to serve 
straight absinthe throughout the re- 
past. 

While the wee kiddie-things are 
munching happily away, Mummie 
might steal to the phonograph and put 
on “My Mother Came from Ireland— 
Just Try and Get Her Back,” “Heav- 
en’s Just Like Ireland, So I’m Going to 
the Dogs,” or any other John McCor 
mack record. It will add no whit to 
the fun if Daddy or Uncle Al will 
dress up like Brian Boru and dis- 
tribute appropriate yet wholesome fa- 
vors to the tiny revelers. 

How the kiddies’ eyes will shine as 
they say good-bye when this really, 
truly Christmas party is all over at last! 


BACH recipe given below serves six persons, un- 


Keeping Baby Amused—Baby always 
use to be fretful on Mondays, after a 
hard week-end, until I hit on the idea of 
letting her collect all the soiled clothes 
and heap them in the wash-tub. Then I 
gave her a cake of soap and a wash- 
board, and all the water that ever she 
wanted. After she had splashed away to 
her heart’s content, I let her take out the 
wet things and hang them up in the yard. 
This game not only keeps Baby safe and 
occupied for hours, but leaves Mother 
iree to get caught up on the movie re- 


less it is specified that it serves eight. 
instance, 


the recipe will serve eight 


views. What was once “Blue Monday” 
in our house has come to be the happiest 
day of all the week. 
SE ee a ae 

A Novel Salad—When it seems as if 
you. simply couldn’t think of what kind 
of salad to give the family, just you try a 
head of lettuce. You can procure it at 
almost any reliable -grocer’s shop. Serve 
it with either Mayonnaise or French 
dressing, or, for a special treat, try it 
some time combined with sliced tomatoes. 


Miss I. R. L., W. Va. 


In that 
persons. 


A Tasty Dessert—For a_ dessert 
that will quickly be voted a prime favor- 
ite, beat six eggs till lemon-colored, or 
thereabouts. Add two cans of logan- 
berries, a tin of evaporated milk, as many 
whites of the eggs as you can find, and a 
grated nutmeg. Pour in freezer, and turn 
crank for two hours. Take cover off 
freezer, scrape dasher, and throw away 
entire contents. Remove wrappings from 
a brick of drug-store ice-cream, and serve 
very cold, Our family just can’t seem to get 
enough of this. Mrs. R. N. F., S. Car. 
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WE'LL SAY THERE IS. 


FORMIDABLE CONTENDER FOR BENNY 
LEONARD'S CROWN 
KID FRISCO, FAST LIGHTWEIGHT, WHO IS DISPOSING 


OF ALL COMERS VIA THE “KAYO” ROUTE, 
BIGGER THEY ARE THE HARDER THEY FALL” 
THE KID’S MOTTO 





“THE 


1S 





THERE’S SOMETHING BESIDE THE CLIMATE THAT LURES THE BOYS TO CALIFORNIA THESE DAYS 
THESE SENNETT CREMOS ARE EVIDENTLY ENJOYING A LITTLE JAZZ BEFORE THE DIP 





CLASSIFIED 


DICE 


STEMWINDING 
THE WINDER THE WINNER 
kon WINS WINDS 


They Work Like Clockwork 
Guaranteed Absolutely Non-Refillable 
For Sale in All Languages 
$44.91 per Long Ton. Write Now 
SOCIETY SALES CORP. Alameda, N. Dak. 








NIFTY TOOL KITS Jimmy, Drill, Saw, Blackjack, Hammer, “Soup”, ete. 
Most Useful Little Packet on the Market Gets You Into the Best Homes 
Can be Monogrammed Prepaid $7.50 Master Ke Extra 

Second Story Supp!y Co. - - - - * «+ Ossining, N. Y. 





~ GAMES» 


HONEST CRAP SHOOTERS. EXPOSED AT LAST! 
Ways of the E-Z Marks Shown Up 
Send $1.15 and learn How to Shoot the Works. Allatime. Confident 
South African Golf Supply Depot 444\4, Main St., Dubuque, la. 


LOADED PLAYING CARDS. (The Kind That Kant Go Straight) 
Indestructible. Unbreakable. Quick Killings. Ideal for Euchre Parties 
Safer Than Work. Send Us All You Got. CINCH MFG. CO. Boonton, La 


____ HEALTH APPLIANCES 


DO YOU Suffer from Endyma—Chronic Ventriloquism ? Plausea 
Neuremia? Typhitis? Ostentasia? Protoplasm? Odyssey 
Dr. Hathaway’s Old Reliable Home Remedy will positively 
$1.50 per Bot. FIX YOU UP Maretta Jct., W. Va. 








WEEK KNEES. 


FAT Heads Reduced. Home Treatment. No operation. MAGIC CURE 
We Guarantee to Remove All Adipose Tissue from the Neck Up 
MEN — WOMEN — KIDDIES 
178 years hospital experience in large Middlewestern city 
F. A. Kerr Drug Co. Kerr Falls, Mo. 


ART 
5C—BEAUTIFUL CAVE GIRLS—50. 


Art Photos You Sure Will Like. Instructive. Something You Never Saw Before 
Le Bunque Sales Works Lock Box A29 Easton, Pa. 





LITERATURE 
“THROUGH the Keyhole.” Confessions of a Veteran Bellhop. Not for Prude 


25 Handsome Pictures. Plain Cover. The Goods. 
Eavesdropper Pub. Co. K769244 South Bend, Ind 








“SECRETS OF THE Y.W.C.A.” Told so you can Understand 
“The Fudge Party.” “A Night in the Dorms.” “Pillow Fighters.” 
“Personal Magnetism.” “The 100 Best Irish Jokes.”” Complete 25c prepaid 
Educational Printing Corp. ° Olean, N. Y. 
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JO MILLERS 
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Why, the Eye-dea!—Nipp—tThe 
oculist says my eyes are strained and 
I'll have to give ’em a rest. 

7uck—’S trouble—long studying? 

Nipp—Nope, short  skirts.—Dart- 


mouth Ash-receiver. 


Now She Knows.—Sapleigh—Too 
bad about Dapleigh’s being arrested for 
specding, and getting a week in jail, 
wasn't it? 

Tapleigh—Yes, I'll bet his wife is 
all )broken up over it. 

Supleigh—On the contrary, she says 
that she is glad it happened. 
apleigh—How’s that? 

pleigh—She says that now for the 
first time in ten years she knows where 
he is nights.—Princeton Arm-band. 


4 


s 





A Well “Red” Peasant 











‘oujtk (sic) —By Sr. Nicnoras, Vanya, 
BEEN PUTTING THAT QUESTION TO MYSELF 
att. pAY!—Trudolyubivaya Ptchelad (Moscow). 








Wreck-less 
Why does Henry Peck look so happy? 
Did he get a raise? 


Driving.—B i g g s— 


Baggs—No. His wife’s mother was 
in a railroad wreck, and she won’t be 
out of the hospital for six months.— 
Scvannah Exclamation Point. 


With Apologies to Judge 


We'll Say It’s a Wreck- 
ord.—Boggs—Why does 
Henry Peck look so 
gloomy? Did he lose his 
job? 

Buggs—No. His wife’s 
mother was in a railroad 
wreck, and she escaped 
without a_ scratch.—At- 
lanta Oblivion. 


The Ford-th Dimen- 
sion.— She —But what- 
ever made you buy that 
second-hand flivver? 

He—lIt was the only car 
I could af-Ford.—Au- 
gusta Autopsy. 





A Pain(t)ful Inei- 
dent.—Browne — There 
isn’t a natural thing about 
that Miss Rougeleigh. 

Greene—How do you 
figure that? 

Browne—Even her 
mind is made up.—Des 
Moines Goldfish. 


Dangerous Curve Ahead!—.rs. 
Flivverby—Goodness, William, are you 
tinkering with that engine again? 
—Voice of Flivverby (from under car) 
—No, my love, I am just lying under 
here to avoid sunburn.—Mount Clem- 
ens Ward-Heeler. 


Vol-steady There, Now! 
What’s the matter? Lame leg? 

Jerry—Nope, boot-leg—Penn State 
Nitwit. 


Tom— 





A Tea-ser. 
offering a plate of muffins) —Won't 
you try one of these? 

Astigmatic and Deaf but 
Lovable Old Lady (who 
has dropped in at the rec- 
tory for tea, and who mis- 
takes the muffins for a col- 
lection of fragments of 
exploded shells) —Oh, how 
interesting! Now tell me, 
did you pick these up at 
Vimy Ridge ?—Punch. 





Movie-Talk. — Jones 
—How did you come out 
in your new movie job? 

Bones—Rotten; I tried 
to “register” a hit with 
the Boss, but he caught 
me in a “close-up” with 
his daughter out ‘“‘on loca- 
tion” and I had to “fade 
out."—Cornell Cream 
Separator. 





New Curate (nervously 





The Watch on the “Wine” 





“Let’s HAVE ANOTHER STEIN JUST TO MAKE THE AMERICANS 
FEEL WORSE WHEN THEY SEE THIS JOKE IN ]*pc*. 


—Kindheitblactter (Munich). 


Let’s Go.—Wigglesworth—So you 
come: from the state of Massachusetts, 
do you? 

Wagglesworth—Yep. Cotuit. 

Wigglesworth—Go to it yourself, old 
boy; I’ve got another date.—Lehigh 
Toothbrush. 





Heard on the Campus.—First 
Stewed-cat—I understand old Baldy 
gave the class a cut in Comp. Lit. this 
morning. 

Second Stewed-cat—Only to the up- 
per-classmen. 

First Stewed-cat—Sort of an upper- 
cut, eh?—YVale Alumni Weekly. 


A Pun-ishable Offense 
































THAT I perest!”—Le Journal Abusant 


“How I AporE THE BEAUTIFUL SEA (BELLE MER)!” 
“For MY PART, IT IS THE MOTHER-IN-LAW (BELLE-MERE) 


(Paris) 
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“4 HEADING FOR JULY.” 


BY PAUL MARSHALL KNIBBS, AGE 2 (iF HE’S A DAY) 


(GARNEGIE MEDAL) 


PRIZE COMPETITION NO. 290 
(In making awards contributors’ ages are 
considered ) 
PROSE. Gold Badge, Janet Thurber 
Drum (age 47), New Hampshire. 
VERSE. Gold Badge, Harrison McNurl 
Relish (age 9), North Dakota. 

DRAWINGS. Gold Badge (or choice 
of Opium Set), Betty Morbelhauer 
(age unknown; light hair, wearing 
shoes which do not match). 

PHOTOGRAPHS. Fairly Gold Badge, 
Eunice Emming Meedle (age 12), 
New York. 

HANDWRITING FORGERIES. Sil- 
ver Badger, George H. Ibsen, Jr. (age 
8), Mass. 


A VACATION INCIDENT 
BY PHOEBE MARIE BISCUIT (AGE 3. 1416) 
(Silver Filling) 

Para had long promised to take us children 
on a pic-nic. Finally, the fateful day dawned 
bright and clear. After packing a delicious 
luncheon-supper, Dot, Betty, Georgia, Jackie, 
Annie, Peggy, Arthur, Aunt Helen, Aunt 
Louise, Uncle Roger, Mr. Beaseley, Grandpa, 
Grandma, Mother and I climbed into our 
Ford, and with Papa at the wheel, off we went. 

We travelled for a long time. We were 
very merry and sang patriotic songs. Then, 
just as the sun was setting like a huge red 
ball, we came to a lovely grassy sward by a 
purling brooklet. 

“Stop!” cried Dot, 
Annie, Peggy, Arthur, Aunt 


3etty, Georgie, Jackie, 
Helen, Aunt 








) 


J. CONRAD MIPP, AGE 17 (Mo. 


(CROIX DE 


Louise, Uncle Roger, Mr. Beaseley, Grandpa. 
Grandma, Mother and I. 

“What did you say?” asked Papa stopping 
the car. 

We next got out of the Ford and began un- 
packing the luncheon-supper. Suddenly, Papa 
clapped his hands to his head and uttered a 
low moan, 








“HAPPY DAYS.” ALICE FLANNEL, AGE IT 
(ROLL OF HONOR) 


“What is the matter?” we all cried. 

“I’ve forgotten the gin for the cocktails,” 
said father. 

“You poor fish!” one and all exclaimed and 
we vowed that we had had a perfectly rotten 
day. 


LIFE 


GREETINGS TO YOU ALI 

Tuis number, coming as it does in the midst 
of the black fly season, is quite really the place 
for the little essays and poems which are found 
below. They include all sorts of vacation “jp. 
cidents,” some gay, some sober, but all very, 
very exciting. ‘ 

Nor must we neglect the work of our little 
artists who, with pen and_ shutter, have 
caught Nature “off guard.” They, too. have 
combined to make this one of the merriest of 
merry Christmas numbers. 

Next month, being the time of year that is 


made famous by “Ground Hog Day.” shall 
devote the efforts of our leaguers t riting 
and drawing descriptions of that prophetic 
little mammal who peeps his head | ever 
so sleepily each February and foretel!s—by 
some strange fifth sense that we mortals knoy 


nothing of—the coming of Autumn 


WHAT I LIKE TO DO BEST oO] ALL 
BY LEONARD COLLINGWOOD CROUCH (Ac) 
LAST TUESDAY ) 


O, some may love the prairies, 
And others the rolling plain, 

O, some may love to sail the sea. 
And others to ride on the train. 

O, some may love the mountains 
With their views on which to lo 

And some may love the valleys.— 
But give me an interesting book 


O, some may love the seashore. 
(This fact to be seen is plain), 
O, some may love the desert. 
And others the rolling plain, 
QO, some may love the canons: 
__But somehow, by hook or crook, 
Though some may love our country’s st 
What I love is an exciting book. 


WORD SQUARE 
(No Award) 


DiDdDYy PBs 
Cam 7 eA SE 
DOU ROLE 
Y T R EM IM 
PH QO MIM I 
UAL IMI § 
S L EMIS H 
The alternate letters reading baekwards 


diagonally from left to right will spell the name 
of a well-known collector of postage stamps 














GUERRE) 
“VACATION MEMORIES” 








SASCHA MURPHY, AGE 80 (ELK’s TOOTH) 
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The Week 

N the recent outbreak of malignant plebiscite in 
I Moldavia a staggering blow has been struck at the 
foundations of democracy. In the words of Lloyd 
George himself: “We are facing here one of the fun- 
niest things I ever saw.” Shortly after the National 
Assembly had proclaimed the Federative Republic on 
December 2, 1917, it was discovered that there was no 
clause in the lease concerning mice, an oversight on the 
part of the diplomats which caused the duped peasantry 
to rise in the April revolution, overthrowing the Be- 
dingsrat and establishing a Storthing based on universal 

suffrage. It is at this point that matters stand now. 
NASTY blow has been struck at democracy in the 
excessive protection of our national dye-stuff indus- 
try. In 1920 we produced 88,000,000 pounds of dye- 
stuffs, or, in other words, 73,000,000 more pounds than 
we produced of lots of other things that could be men- 
tioned. The average value was $1.08 a pound, or three 
per cent per annum. This does not include meals served 
in the room, which were twenty-five cents extra. Now 
along comes the Committee on Ways and Means and 


says that we are all wrong. Well, maybe we are. It is 


incumbent on us to worry. 


YWHlle there 1s no direct method of approach to 

such a question, and while approaching it indi- 
rectly has points which are neither here nor there, and 
also while we are getting our breath in preparation for 
the next jump, it must be admitted that there is at times 
son.ething distinctly piscatorial in the taste of the New 
York Times’ news out of Russia. We read in the issue 
of April 7, 1919, that Lenin has married Trotsky, on 
May 4 that such is probably not the case but that Lenin 
has married Trotsky’s niece. This is followed by a re- 
port from Riga on September 11, saying that Lenin and 


Che New 9 


With Apologies to REPUBLIC 23 


Trotsky are one and the same person wearing different 
beards at different times. 
its own evidence and makes it all very confusing. A 
blow at democratic institutions is about all we can think 
of to call it. 


Thus the Times contradicts 


The Rise of Democratic Consciousness 
in China 

HE overthrow of the Manchu dynasty ten years 

ago marked the beginning of what is known as the 
Last Decade. During this period there has been a no- 
ticeable increase in class-consciousness and fun of all 
kinds, a sign which is interpreted by Win Yong Lo, the 
most forward-looking liberal in China (or at least in 
the Lang Ho region) to mean that within the coming 
ten years (called in liberal parlance the Next Decade) 
the world will see a recrudescence of Chinese radicalism 
which will equal anything you ever saw in your life. 
The obstructionists, headed by Chang Kai, feeling their 
defeat to be imminent, are already laying in stores of 
chow mein and ivory back-scratchers and are rapidly 
withdrawing to the interior, leaving only the eruptionists 
and the Extreme Left to face the onslaught of the 
Labor Party. This would not be so comical were it 
not for the fact that Dr. Yuan Shao MclIlhenney, leader 
of the radical wing, has already killed several people 
under the impression that they were conservatives and 
opposed to the cause in the July constitution which 
forbids the importation (or exportation) of roller- 
towels. With this situation, and several others, facing 
them, the new government of China would seem to be 
confronted by one of its most serious crises. 
Chicago—11. 


Sce re: 


soston—3. End of 6th inning. 


A Friendly Warning 


“The Economic and Dietetic Clauses in the Treaty of Sevres,” 
by Dr. Theodore Marston Legging, LL.D. New York: 
Houghtelling, Muffin & Co. 


ALTHER von ver VOGELVEIDE once said, of a man 

who had come to him for a small loan: “It isn’t so much 
the money as it is the principle of the thing.” After two 
hundred years this has been proved to be true, and it is an odd 
throw of Fate that should have given the proof into the hands 
of so expert a technician as Dr. Theodore Marston Legging. 
Dr. Legging has taken the whole subject of the Treaty of 
Sevres and, devoting a particularly long time (it seems much 
longer than it really is) to the economic sections, has 
brought the whole thing home to us in a way that it could 
never have been brought before (and, pray God, may never 
be brought again). Beginning with the preliminary councils, 
held in the Ausglutz at Merkleheim, he takes us through the 
final session, with its odds and ends, into what promises to be 
the most exciting of percentage tables showing the number of 
bushels of buckwheat grown in 1920. We must perhaps take 
exception to Dr. Legging’s statement that the government of 
Turkey had no knowledge of the occupation of Kimel prior to 
1919. If, after reading the statement of the Turkish Nationalist 
government, Dr. Legging can still maintain his stand, all that we 
can say is that he is a cuckoo. 
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THE teacher had just asked the ques- 
tion: “Can any little boy or girl here tell 
me what is the capital of France?” No 
one seemed able to answer when suddenly 
a little freckled-faced boy in the back of 


Mr. Mealing was known as.an inveterate 


baseball fan. On one particularly hot day 
he was sitting with a group of friends 
watching a close contest. 

“Phwats th’ differince bechune a man 
wid a glass eye an’ a glass uv beer?” said 
Pat. 

“Weel,” replied Sandy, “A’m no’ verra’ 
gude a’mekkin’ a reedle, bu’ there’s mickle 
a mon wi’ no’ sa vurra gude a muckle a’ 
that.” 

All Washington was laughing the next 
day, Secretary Mealing loudest of all, 
although the joke was in a way “on him.” 


“Then why don’t they fly?” was th 
troubled query. 
And then the fight began. 














the room held up his hand. 

“Well, Johnny,” said the teacher, “do 
you think that you can tell me the name 
of the capital of France?” 

“Yes’m,” said Johnny, with a twinkle in 
his eye. 

“Very well, then, go ahead,” replied the 
teacher. “I’m sure we shall all be glad 
to know what the capital of France is.” 


OLD UNCLE “JOHN,” who ran the 








grocery store on the corner, was dozing 
behind the fruit counter. A customer en- 
tered and, seeing no one in attendance, 
went out again. Soon another customer 
came in and, looking about for a clerk, 
also became convinced that there was no 
one in the store, and he too went away. 








“Paris,” said Johnny, meekly. 
School was thereupon excused for the 
day. 
prayers. 
AN amusing anecdote is told of John M._ gels have wings?” 
Mealing, former Secretary of the Interior. 


BOBBY, aged seventeen, was saying his 
“Mumsy,” he said, “do the an- 


“Yes, dear,” replied his aunt. 


The same thing happened four or five 
times. All the time the old man slept 

Suddenly a fly lit on the end of his nose 
and he roused himself with a start. “Ho, 
hum,” he murmured; “it must be almost 
five o'clock.” 


“Why ?” 








With Apologies to TOWN TOPICS 





Saunterings 


ELDOM have the quidnuncs had a more toothsome bonne 

bouche than that which has been going les ronds about a 
prominent New York matron who has been much in the “lime- 
light” lately owing to her widely exploited attempt to smuggle 
eighty thousand dollars’ worth of opium into the country, con- 
cealed in one of her dainty galoches. The matron, who lives 
not a hundred miles from Fleischman’s Baths, and who is the 
daughter of a family prominent in the police court records of 
both Gotham and the City of Churches for many generations, 
motored in one day last week from her luxurious North Brother 
Island villa, which has been the scene of purties that according 
to the envious vox populi who inhabit the surrounding country- 
side, not infrequently last till the “wee, small” hours. Arrived 
in Father Knickerbocker’s domain, the matron proceeded to 
make a round of the most exclusive couturiers, masseuses, par- 
fumeurs, coiffeurs, and plombiers, after which she betook her- 
self to an hotel not a million miles from the Grand Central 
Terminal, congratulating herself on being all “unseen and un- 
known.” But she reckoned without a certain College Point 
matron, famous all over Flatbush for her sharp eyes and sharper 
tongue, who happened to be stopping at the same hostelry, 
Matron Number Two saw Matron Number One register—under 
her own name—and ascend to a palatial suite. 


But that is not “the half,” by any means. Not twenty minutes 
after, Matron Number One’s husband dashed in, registered, and 
was shown to the very suite where his wife had preceded him 


not twenty mifutes before. A little dinner for two, a theatre, 
and a souper dansant were but incidents in the evening, and it 
was not till the middle of the next morning that the two checked 
out. Hardly had they cranked their car before Matron Number 
Two was at the telephone, and the wires grew hot as she told 
her amics of the scandale. Since then, the teacups have buzzed 
as the quidnuncs dwell on the details, and such comments as 
“Well, of all things,” and “What do you know about that?” are 
frequently heard. What may develop later must be left on the 
knees of the gods, which “grind slowly, but grind exceeding 
small.” We verrens. 


Bibbes—I hear old Blewlawz is bitterly opposed to liquor 
Nibbes—Yes, he even hates to see anyone make a wry fac: 





It is with the greatest disappointment that Town Topics an- 
nounces that the paragraph published last week stating that Mrs. 
Cornelius Van Rensselaer Reefer, the one-time Evelyn Guppy, 
murdered her husband and her débutante daughter with an axe, 
is without foundation. Prompt reassurances from the family 
have convinced us that the report was one of those canards 
which, like little Eva, “jes’ growed.” We extend cordial apologies 
to the sprightly Mrs. Reefer, and urge our readers to profit by 
our disillusionment and believe only half of what they hear 


Miss Péche—But what makes you think that young Fastleigh 
had an edge on when you saw him in the street yesterday? 
Miss Passée—Because he cut me when I bowed to him. 
The Saunterer 





Lf Loure Not an Average’ Person 


oTor car makers are human; they eat and sleep and work 
| and think. Sometimes they think about you, and plan to 
build cars that will be just what you want. 
But the usual maker likes to think about “average” peo- 
ple; and if you are different and your tastes are higher than the 
kind he has in mind, then, of course, the car he builds is not likely 


to please you. 


You Need Something Better 


Saves 
Your 


Dollars 


Different 
and 


Better 


, I \HAT’S why a maker is needed who thinks about those of 
you who desire cars above the average, exceptional, differ- 
ent. And that’s where Templar fits in. 


Templar is purposely built for men and women who want to 
enjoy pleasure in doing their own driving. To make driving an 
actual pleasure for motor-wise owners demands in a car many 
separate merits. 


"oe is little fun in driving a sluggish car. Hence 


Templar has its own exclusive 18-43 H.P. overhead-valve 
motor that is alive with power, doing 55-60 miles an hour 
readily. 

You need the confidence, too, that your car will stand up like 
solid rock. Many a Templar has served 100,000 miles and kept 
= on going. And Templar’s New York-Los Angeles record 
of 101 hours, 43 minutes running time shows how well Templar 
withstands violent usage at extreme speed. 


N° delight in driving a car that hungrily eats up dollars in 
tires and gas. Templar cuts down wasteful weight and fric- 
tion. Against cars of many makes and sizes, Templar won the 
Los Angeles-Yosemite contest, thru snowstorm and mud, doing 
26.66 miles per gallon of gasoline. Splendid economy! 


With its 118-inch wheelbase, Templar readily masters thick 
city traffic. Gets in and out quickly, handles with utmost ease, 
turns around in 38 feet, steps off rapidly, and is out of the jam 
before many another car gets under way. 


a this is only the first part of Templar’s story. We haven’t 
said a word about the car’s beauty or comfort, not a word 
about its superior equipment. We simply want you to realize 
that Templar is a superfine car, especially built for the hearty 
enjoyment of those who demand a different and better car. 
Costs but $2385 —closed models at $3185. 


Let’s get acquainted. We shall be glad to send the, name of 
the Templar dealer nearest you. 


The Templar Motors Company, 2200 Halstead Street, Cleveland. 
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“Mr. Beanhead,” he said, “my brother 
and I have made a find of igniferous pal- 
ladium. It runs at least 48 per cent to 
the kilowatt and we want to raise money 
for incorporation and material.” 

“Mr. Lachford,” said the banker, “I 
congratulate you on your discovery. I 
recognize in you one of those wide-vi- 
sioned, ‘broad-sighted, frog-eyed men that 
make this country what it is. How much 
money do you want?” 

“Ten thousand dollars,” said Tom. 


Vv 


HAT evening when Tom came home 

he told Seth and Min that he had ar- 
ranged the incorporation at thirty thou- 
sand dollars and was going to order ten 
thousand dollars’ worth of machinery. 

“What machinery?” asked his brother. 

“Any machinery,” said the promoter, “‘it 
doesn’t matter: as long as it’s bulky.” 

“The mere assemblage and erection of 
machinery,” added Min thoughtfully as 
she helped the brothers to fried eggplant, 
“conveys to the investor a guarantee of 
bona fides.” 

But after supper Seth Lachford went 
to the kitchen dresser and he took out of 
it the assayer’s report upon the dirt, that 
lay in an envelope unopened. He ripped 
open the envelope and for a long while 


stood looking at the document with a 
frown upon his face. “Ill not sell stuff 


like that,” he muttered. “No, sir, I'll go 
broke before I'll sell it.” Then he went 
out in the gathering dusk and walked 
among the piles of dirt, kicking it with his 
feet and picking it up in his hands. 
When Seth Lachford came back to the 
kitchen where Tom and Min sat shucking 
butternuts there was resolution in his face. 
“Tom,” he said, “when you sell out this 
company what do you expect to get?” 


Tom Lachford, Promoter 


(Continued from page 17) 


Tom looked up, stopping shucking. 
“Thirty thousand dollars at par,” he said. 
“Ten thousand each for you and me and 
Min: perhaps a lot more.” 

“You'll sell it to people here in town?’ 

“Easy,” said Tom. “There are enough 
suckers right here to buy it all.” 

“And what do they get?” 

“That’s their lookout,” shrugged Tom. 


> 


“They can sell again if they’re quick 
enough.” 

“But sooner or later?” 

“Oh, sooner or later someone gets 
stung. But it’s not going to be us.” 


Seth sat silent a while. 

“And if we let go of it now,” he asked, 
“where are we?” 

“We owe the bank $15,000, and 
ruined.” 

Seth looked Tom right in the face. Dy- 
namic as he was, the younger Lachford’s 
face fell. 

“See here, Tom,” evolved Seth slowly, 
“Till not sell those shares.” 

The brothers sat looking at each other, 
their faces working. 

“If you don’t,” said Tom, “it’s ruin.” 

“T’ll meet it,” said Seth, his face still 
working. 

“If you do,” said Tom, his face stopping 
working, “you'll meet it in the peniten- 
tiary.” 

“Tom,” said Seth, “there’s been Lach- 
fords on this place for four generations, 
and never a thief among them.” 


’ 
were 


vii 


OR two weeks after that the work at 
the palladium deposits went on, and 
the Lachfords walked around the plant, 
avoiding each other—Tom keen and rest- 
less, Seth moody, his eyes ever on the dirt. 
Only once Tom spoke to Seth. “The 
brokers have placed the first lot of my 
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€Plain End or Cork Tip 
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invariably ‘PREFER ‘ Deities 


to any other cigarette 




































shares at par,” he said, “and they can sel] 
more, they say. They can’t list them but 
theyll sell them on the curb. Give me 
your shares now and Min’s and we'll sell 
them and get out.” 

Seth turned on his heel and, without a 
word, went to the house. 

He called his wife aside. He took out 
the assayer’s paper, opened it, and spread 
it out before her. “Tom says he'll sell 
your shares for ten thousand dollars, Min. 
Are you going to sell off that stuff,” and 
he tapped the paper fiercely, “to your 


friends and neighbors, people of your 
own town?” 
Min looked at the document. The 


chemical analysis was beyond her grasp, 
but the single item at the bottom, “vsti- 
mated commercial value,” was 
enough even for a child. 

“No, Seth!” she said, “I can’t do it. It 
ain’t right.” 

“Took, Min,” Seth went on, “I want my 
name to stand right in this town. If 
tries to sell out those shares, could you 
get ten thousand dollars from your folks 
and buy them?” 

“T might,” said Min, “I doubt Pa could 
raise it, but if you want it, Seth, I'll try.” 


plain 


‘om 


vil 


HE next day Min started off to her 

folks in Pennsylvania to raise ten 
thousand dollars, and on the same morn- 
ing the shares of Amalgamated Palladium 
Limited went on the local exchange as a 
curb security, and there was great ex- 
citement in financial circles in Smudge- 
ville. The shares opened at eighty, rose 
straight to par, reacted to fifty, sank 
down to twenty, lay there gasping and 
then jumped to par again in four hops. 
At 2 P. M. they were reported as restless; 

(Continued on page 31) 


ACRUISEpeLUXE 


TO THE 


MEDITERRANEAN 
i By the S.S. CARONIA of the CUNARD LINE 


Sailing from New York 
| Jan. 28th, 1922—Duration 61 Days 


Strictly limited to 350 Guests, travelling 
as ona huge private yacht with the 
utmost comfort in staterooms and | | 
on decks. \ | 
The Itinerary includes visits to MADEIRA, 
SPAIN, GIBRALTAR, TANGIER, | 
ALGIERS, MONTE CARLO, NICE, 
NAPLES, EGYPT, PALESTINE, CON- 
STANTINOPLE, ATHENS, ROME. 


Information and literature on request 


Exclusive Management 


THOS. COOK & SON 


New York Chicago Philadelphia 
Boston San Francisco Los Angeles 
Montreal Toronto Vancouve: 


150 Offices throughout the World 
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ALK Into Any Store In THe 
Uniteo States To-Day Ano 
Try THe Loro SALISBURY 
Turkish CIGARETTE. SHOULD 
It Not Appeat To Your Taste 
Tue Crerk Witt Hano You Back 
Your Money On Tue Spor. 


lr Witt Pay You To TRY— Because 


it Is THe Onty Hicn Grape Turnisn Cicarette 
In Toe Worto Tuart Sects For So Littte Money. 


Guaranteed by 


— which meansthat if you don't like LORD SALISBURY 
Cigarettes, you can get your money back from the dealer. 


le tr SHoucD Happen THatA Deacer Reruses To 
Carry Our Our Orrer, Seno THe Open Packace 
With THe Remainine CiGaretrtes To THe Main 
Orrice Or THe AMERICAN ToBacco COMPANY, 
il FietH Ave..New York Crry, Wirx Your Name 
Ano Avoress Piainty Written Ano We WiLL 
Senpv You Our Cueck For THe Amount You Spent. 


LORD SALISBURY 


TURKISH CIGARETTE. 


WRAPPED IN AN INEXPENSIVE, MACHINE-MADE PAPER 
PACKAGE TO KEEP QUALITY UP AND PRICE DOWN. 





Jim Henry's Column 





Am I Real ? 


I get a lot of letters which express a cynical 
disbelief that I am alive. 

Wouldn’t it give you the willies to 
encounter constantly an illusion that you 
didn’t ‘exist—were a sort of disembodied 
idea? Even my friends don’t believe that 
I write my own stuff. 


What is there so extraordinary in a 
salesman writing advertising ? 

I know more about Mennen Shaving 
Cream than any professional advertising 
writer will ever know—and have a truer 
and deeper conviction that Mennen’s is 
infinitely superior to every other preparation. 

To be sure, I don’t know how to interest 
you with pretty borders, Greek gods, bathing 
girls or such advertising technique, and I 
lack the literary gift of weaving a web of 
emotional appeals to your innermost desires— 
but I do believe in Mennen’s. 


I have watched Mennen’s grow from 
nothing into a leader. I have seen it change 
the shaving habits of millions. Thousands 
of men have written, thanking me for 
freeing them from the suffering and 
despondency incident to the use of old- 
fashioned soap. I have gazed with 
amazement at our sales chart, each year 
showing a tremendous gain over last year. 

After all, don’t you more readily believe 
what a man tells you if he believes it 
himself? Aren’t you more successful in 
convincing others if your own convictions 
are sincere? 

I probably couldn’t sell automobiles 
or oil stock, but I can sell Mennen’s. I 
propose to sell you. Sooner or later I will 
find a crack in the wall of your prejudices 
and make you understand what a joyous 

; experience it is to try 

Mennen’s for the first 
time. 

Then you will send 
15 cents for my 
demonstrator tube 
and you and I will be 
buddies in spirit as 
long as smooth faces 
are fashionable. 


2 
hha, 
(Mennen Salesman) 


THe Mennen Company 
Newark, fi.J. USA. 
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Breaking the News Gently 


A New York silk merchant: went to 
the bank to get his note renewed. 

“I am sorry,” said the banker, “but 
it will be absolutely impossible for me to 
renew your note.” 

The silk merchant’s face paled. After 


a moment of thought he looked up at | 


the banker and said: 

“Were you ever in the silk business?” 

“Why of course not,” answered the 
banker. 

“Well, you’re in it now,” said the silk 
merchant as he picked up his hat and 
went out.—Cincinnati Enquirer. 


Patronage! 


The bandits rushed into the United 
Cigar store, felled the clerks with black- 
jacks and ransacked the place leisurely. 

Then they leaned against the counter 
and waited for the clerks to regain con- 
sciousness. Presently the head clerk re- 
gained his senses . . . he peered up at 
the bandits and demanded, “Well, what 
are you waiting for?” 

The head bandit looked down at him 
in scorn. 

“Coupons!” he replied with a sneer. 


—New York Globe. 
Fade-in—Alexandre Dumas 


A Paris journal draws attention to the 
following passage in the Cincinnati 
Tribune: 

“*The Three Musketeers,’ the motion 
picture in which Douglas Fairbanks is 
now being featured, has been novelized 
by a writer named Dumas, who has ad- 
mirably caught the spirit of the film.” 

We like the picture of this ghostly 
chase—the spirit of Dumas catching the 
spirit of the film.—Punch. 


Dangerous Curves 
“Dangerous Curves Ahead.” 
Thus read the sign. Yet the motorist 
was in a flat, sandy country. 


He understood later when the road | 


skirted a bathing beach. 
—Louisville Courier-Journal. 


Hint for Gardeners 


Correspondent asks us what we do 
about cutworms. Our method is to carry 
them to a vacant lot and turn them 
around three times, thus getting them so 
confused that they cannot find their way 


| back.—Boston Transcript. 


| 


The Gambler 

O.tp Gent: Here, 

here’s a penny for you. 
His Littte Man: 


my little man, 


Toss yer double 


| or quits—make it tuppence or keep it. 


—Pearson’s Weekly .(London). 


WE hope that while Chicago was hav- 
ing her prosperity pageant hungry ex- 
service men were considerate enough to 
keep out of sight. 

—Birmingham Age-Herald. 
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The Aristocrat of 
Sine Toilet Soaps 


Since 1789 





Measurements 
A two-foot rule was given to a la- 


| borer in a Clyde boat-yard to measure 


an iron plate. The laborer not being 
well up in the use of the rule, after 
spending considerable time returned 

“Now, Mick,” asked the plater, “what 
size is the plate?” 

“Well,” replied Mick, with a grin of 
satisfaction, “it’s the length of your rule 
and two thumbs over, with this piece of 
brick and the breadth of my hand and 
my arm from here to there, bar a finger.” 

—Everybody s 


“Oh, please, ma’am,” gasped the nurse- 
maid, “I’ve lost little Nora!” 

“Gracious, girl! Why didn’t you speak 
to a policeman?” 

“I was speaking to one at the time, 
ma’am!”—Tit-Bits (London). 





PRESTIGE 


is not a thing of mere accident. The 

Boston Garter is so superlatively good that 

peoplesof all tongues unanimously the 

manufacturer has placed quality FIRST. 

— Sree epg ‘ON, Makers of 

elve ose porters 
for All the Family 
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John H. Gimmish, New 
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that a 


(merican Champion 
(Continued from page 5) 

s proved a great incentive to me in 
irk. If you will look around the 
ou will notice I have won prac- 
everything in the way of furni- 

household helps, jewelry, et cetera, 


man can want. [ have won seven | 


trips to) Bermuda and one to Washington. 
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Gimmish phoned me the next day to | | 


» young contest answerer must not 
that he will always get what he is 
One of the greatest disappoint- 
n my life was due to my winning 
st instead of the second prize of- 
by an Oregon newspaper in a 
Is She Saying to Him in This 
’ contest. The first prize was a 
New York, but as I was living 
t the time, my heart had really 
‘t on the second prize, a trip to 
I was obliged to pay my way 


Oregon and enjoy my victory on | 


p home. 
ive been giving most of my atten- 


ese days to limerick contests, as | 
equire delicate handling and no | | 
skill at juggling words. There’s a | 


iriant on the idea in the papers 
which I think I'll take up next.” 
evening I had the pleasure of 
the champion at work. I had been 


t her own niche in the sport world 
frequent entries among the pretty 
mtests in the movie magazines. 
ng at her father, I noticed he was 
over some new problem. 
vas the limerick contest he had 
oned. With his every thought 
ling with the details of the problem 
him he was quite unaware of my 


nee. I read the requirements of the 


hallenge to his mental powers. 
was the following limerick: 


re was a young girl named O’Day 
went out in the park every day. 
n asked why she did, 

said, ‘Listen, Kid, 


do you get that way’” 


problem was to fill in the missing 
iation mark at the end of the last 





ig with Miss Lily Gimmish, the | 
inswerer’s daughter, who is carv- | 


say that he had solved it a few minutes | 


after 


I had gone! 


Stern Lady: You must take things 


more seriously. You seem to think 
lawn tennis is a game! 


—Passing Show (London). 
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Trade Merk Reg U.S Pet Of. 


Time to Re-tire? 
(Buy Fisk) 


ISK gives the lowest 

cost mileage in history, 

lowest cost per year, and a 

satisfactory performance 
always. 


Sold only by dealers 























Another Big Feature 
Clare Sheridan’s American Diary 


HE clever diary, from the time of Samuel Pepys to Margot 

Asquith, has always attracted the largest share of human atten- 
tion. To come into close contact with remarkable people, with the 
leaders of society and government, is an experience granted to 
comparatively few; but of these few, literally not one in a thou- 
sand has the gift of reporting what he or she has seen. Mrs. 
Clare Sheridan, as an observer and-diarist, is one of the elect. Her 
book, “Mayfair to Moscow” proved this to an astonished and 
highly diverted public, some of whom did not know whether to 
be shocked or delighted by her engaging narrative of her trip from 
England to Moscow with Kamenev, her life in the Guest House 
under the rule of the Bolshevik commissars, her portraits of 
Lenine, Trotzky and others, whom she sculped in enduring busts, 
the while she made mental notes of every eccentricity and per- 
sonal trait they possessed. . 


“Close-ups” of American Leaders 


Now Clare Sheridan, after visits in New York, Pittsburgh, Wash- 
ington and finaily Mexico City, writes for Metropolitan her im- 
pressions of the people she met on this side of the Atlantic. A 
woman of society in England, a cousin of Winston Churchill, the 
English statesman, she stepped easily into the higher. social circles 
in America. With just the right amount of frankness, sparing no 
detail, she describes her visits into the homes of the Vanderbilts, 
the Whitneys, the Otto Kahns, the Morgans, and her adventures 
in Washington society. What Clare Sheridan makes of New York 
life is worth knot ving because it satisfies our curiosity about the 
metropolis of America. 


Beginning with the memoirs of Joseph Pulitzer, 
the autobiography of Anna Howard Shaw, then the life of Maria Botch- 
kareva, Raymond Robins’ Story, and finally the memoirs of Margot As- 
quith, the Metropolitan has presented within the last few years a brilliant 
and sparkling list of intimate memoirs of world interest. Clare Sheridan’s 
American Diary is a worthy successor to those which have gone before. 


which were followed by 


In announcing this feature, beginning in October Metropolitan, out Sep- 
tember 15th, the Metropolitan offers a magazine story which no one who 
keeps in the current of the affairs of the day can afford to miss. 25 cts. at 
your newsstand, or send us $3.00 for a year’s subscription. 


Metropolitan 


H. J. Whigham, Publisher 


432 Fourth Avenue ew York City 
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—an aristocratic 


FRENCH IVORY 
Cigarette Case 


Springs open at the thumb’s com- 
mand. Flower or butterfly pat- 
terns or plain case with an in- 






itial, $1; with monogram, $1.50. | 
satan weeee = 6 BeLL-ans 
n 
Take Top Hot water 
om _ X —™ Sure Relief 
INLAID CO. 
1060 Broad St. 


Providence, R. 1. 
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More or Less Serious 

The Bat. 
New York. 

The Easiest Way. Lyceum —A revival 

of what was once a daring play, wit 

Starr and others of the original cast 


The Green Goddess. 


Morosco—The best crime in 


1 Frances 


Boot! th—G seorge 


Arliss in slick melodrama, thrilling though 
familiar. 

Liliom.  Fulton—A_ remarkable play 
about a rough-neck who went to Heaven. 

The Mask of Hamlet. Princess —t 
be reviewed next week. 

Personality. Playhouse—To be te 
viewed next week. 


The Poppy God. 


viewed next week. 


Hudson—To be re. 


Sonya. Forty-Eighth St—Otto Kruger 
and Violet Heming in a dull costume play 
Swords. National—To be reviewed later 
The Triumph of X. Comedy—To 


reviewed next week. 


Comedy and Things Like That 


Dulcy. Frazee—The first sure-fire hit of 
the new season. A clever and _ interesting 
comedy with Lynn Fontanne as the bungling 
heroine. 

The First Year. Little —Everyone': 
home-life made into a play which every- 


one can laugh at. 


Getting Gertie’s Garter. R-; 
You can’t go wrong if you go by the name. 


ubic.— 


Honors Are Even. Times Syuare— 
Lola Fisher and William Courtenay in a 
uneven combination of cleverness and hokum 

March Hares. Bijou. — Exccedingl 

f clever and unusual mixture, perhaps a bit to 
rich for three acts, but delightful if you lik 
insanity. 

Nice People.. Klaw—Concerning out 
fast younger set and what awaits them. 

The Night Cap. Thirty-Ninth St— 
Murder mystery which is both exciting and 


funny. 


Nobody’s Money. Longacre —\Wallac 


Eddinger in combination with an amusing 
idea resulting in a fairly amusing entertain- 
ment. 

The Scarlet Man. Henry Miller—To 


reviewed next week. 


Six-Cylinder Love. Sam H. Harris- 
To be reviewed next week. 
Sonny. Cort—Thirty-third degree hokum 


Eye and Ear Entertainment 
The Last Waltz. Century —Stras 
music splendidly sung by Eleanor Painter and 
plentiful comedy by James Barton. 


The Merry Widow. Knickerbocker= 

| A-revival of the old, to put it mildly, favorite 
Sally. New Amsterdam —Leon Errol and 
Marilynn Miller in about as good as there 8 
Scandals of 1921. Liberty—The boune 

ing Ann Pennington in a revue which is better 





to look at than to hear. 

Shuffle Along.  Sixty-Third St—Jam 
concentrated into one dynamic performance 
by a company of colored singers < lancers 

Tangerine. Casino—Julia Sandersam 
and Jack Hazzard in a show containing orig: 
inal features but terribly familiar comedy, 


The Whirl of New York. Win Cam 


den-—The old “Belle of New York” matt 


over into a Winter Garden girl. 


Ziegfeld Follies. Globe—An excelle 


evening’s entertainment, with Fannie Bnei 


W. C. Fields and Raymond Hitchcock fat 
nishing the comedy, 
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Tom Lachford, 
Promoter 
(Continued from page 26) 


at 3 buoyant, and at closing time strong 
with an undercurrent of weakness, 

That night Tom Lachford packed his 
grip to leave by the midnight express, 
hound towards Havana. 

“lm off, Seth,” he said; “say goodby to 
Min when she comes back. If you're wise 
you'll get out quick. The shares will 
preak tomorrow and then 

‘lm not quitting, Tom,” said Seth; 
“soodby.” 





Vi 


IN came back two days later. 
M “I got the money, Seth,” she said. 
“Pa raised it partly on the steers and the 
rest on 2 mortgage.” 

“Too late, I guess, Min,” said Seth. “The 
shares went to five hundred yesterday, and 
this morning they’re holding out for a 
thousand dollars a share.” 


Ix 
T was « week later that Tom Lachford 
sat on the Colorado Claro Hotel at 
Havana with a cocktail in front of him, 
and $4,000 in Cuban money to his credit. 


And it was there he got a copy of a home 
paper sent him by mail. He opened it 
with trembling hands, looking for Seth’s 
ruin. 
headline 
dium was selling at two thousand a share, 
and his hands trembled more. Last of all 
he read « two-column account of the dis- 
covery of graphite on the Lachford place, 
and he shook like a leaf all over. 

Meantime Min and Seth were sitting 
over their buttermilk in the kitchen liv- 
ing-room, adding up figures. 

“I can't cipher it out,” said Seth, “but 
it's millions all right.” 

“And what is the stuff anyway,” asked 
Min, “if it ain’t palladium?” 

“Graphite, it’s called,” said Seth. “I al- 
ways noticed those black streaks in the 
crushings. I guess that’s it. I’m glad I 
didn’t sell. 
those shares I meant to give them to Tom, 
didn’t I, Min?” 

“Oh, certainly,” said Min, “so did I: 
and I'm glad too we didn’t sell. I felt 















Dancing 


Continuous music. Bub- 
bling gayety; sparkling 
life. Cool, refreshing — 
on the rgth floor of 


The BILTMORE 


NEW YORK 





And instead of it he saw a big | 
iying that Amalgamated Palla- | 


bad about it all along, Seth, and when 













If I could have bought back | 















Actual Size 


down to f.32. 





At your dealers’ 








The shutter is the Kodak Ball Bearing 
with speeds of 1/25 and 1/50 of a second, 
the usual time and ‘‘bulb’’ exposures, and 
of course the full range of stops from /.6.9 


A remarkably compact camera—like- 
wise an unusually efficient camera—auto- 
graphic, and richly finished. 





Here is Efficiency 


A Focusing Model 
of the 


Vest Pocket 
Kodak Special 


with Kodak 
Anastigmat Lens /6.9 





In this new camera the focusing is ac- 
complished by slightly turning the lens 
flange, the focusing sca/e appearing on 
the shutter itself. 

So effective is this manner of focusing 
that the lens may be brought to perfect 
focus for subjects as close as three feet, 
thus doing away with all necessity for 
the use of a Portrait Attachment in 
making ‘‘close ups’’. 





The Price, $21.00 


includes the Excise War Tax 


Eastman Kodak Company, Rochester, N. Y., The Kodak City 






















I saw that assayer’s paper where it said 
‘commercial value ten thousand dollars a 
ton’ a light broke in on me and I saw it 
But I still don’t see why 
those shares jumped up that way.” 

“The damn fool assayer. 
put some New York guys wise to it. They 
were just waiting for us, likely. 
Min, whether those New York financiers 
are quite as easy as they make out in the 


wasn’t right. 


story papers.” 


“That's so,” subsided Min. 
Tom was a. bum promoter, Seth was 
wrong in underestimating the commercial 
value of scientific analysis applied to the 
basic data of modern business.” 


(To be discontinued immediately) 
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He must have 


I doubt, 


“And where 


“Are the mosquitoes bad around 
here?” 

“Well, I left my car standin’ outside 
all night, an’ I got two flat tires this 


morning.” 





















Irom 
Marceauz’s 
Masterpiece 


erne, 
Switzerland 


Anywhere + Everywhere 
The Round World ’Round 


On the sands of Sahara, or at a 
Ritz Hotel—in all lands, at home or 
abroad, or sailing the Seven Seas 


American Express 
Travelers Cheques 


DOLLARS —STERLING—FRANCS 
are always good as good American gold 


Acceptable everywhere. The insured money of 
all nations. Guard your travel funds against 
theft or loss. 

Convenient, simple, safe, these “sky-blue”’ 
financial passports command the service and 
attention of thousands of representatives of a 
great International, Financial and Travel or- 
ganization. 


For sale at Express Offices or Banks 


For all journeys secure your steamship tickets, 
hotel reservations and itineraries, or plan your 
cruise or tour through the American Express 
Travel Department. 


American Express Company 
65 Broadway, New York 


International Banking—Shipping—Traveland 


Foreign Trade 
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Comb It Through Your Hair 
and the Gray Disappears 


Don't think there is no choice between 
old fashioned dyeing and gray hair. Sci- 
ence has come to the rescue with a clear, 
colorless preparation which restores the 
original color in from 4 to 8 days. 

Mail the coupon for a trial size bottle. 
Test on a single lock of hair. Mary T. 
Goldman’s Hair Color Restorer doesn’t 
interfere with washing, there is nothing 
to rinse or rub off. Buy from your drug- 
gist, or direct from us. 

MAIL THE COUPON 

The trial size bottle and comb will come 

by retura mail, 
Mary T. Goldman, $97 Goldman Bldg., St. Paul, Minn. 
Pasa sees ese sees eeeseeseeeee 
Mary T. Goldman, 697 Goldman Bidg., St. Paul, Minn. 

Please send me FREE trial yo of al sof 

’s Hair Restorer with speci 
am not obligated in any way accepting 
offer. The natural color of my 
black.... jet black....0 dark brown.... 
medium brown.... light brown.... 








Name 





Address 














THE SILENT DRAMA 
Recent Developments 








The Affairs of Anatol. Paramount.— 
Cecil B. De Mille decided not to change the 
title of Schnitzler’s play—so he changed the 
play itself. The picture, with its twelve-star 
cast and its gorgeous settings provides good 
entertainment, and should be enormously 
popular, especially with those who think that 


Schnitzler is just the name of a brand of 
cheese. 
Shame. Fox —A _ high-powered thriller 


that travels all the way from the China coast | 


to Alaska, via San Francisco. 

Crazy to Marry. Paramount—Fatty 
Arbuckle, as an eminent surgeon, administers 
several tankfuls of laughing gas to the audi- 
ence. 

Where Lights Are Low. Robertson- 
aad fairly good melodrama, which is 
lifted above the level of mediocrity by Sessue 
Hay sles a’s fine acting. 

The Sailor. Fox—Clyde 
comedy on the high seas. 

The Great Moment. Paramount— 
Gloria Swanson in art Elinor Glyn movie that 
is of the box office, by the box office and for 
the box office. It accomplishes its fell pur- 
pose admirably. 

The Sign on the Door. First National. 
—Who killed Cock Robin? “I,” said the 


Cook in low 


Sparrow; “he attacked me, and I killed him.” 

. Norma Talmadge makes it all very in- 
teresting. 

Thunderclap. Fox.—Everything that a | 


bad movie ought to be. 
The Conquering Power. 


Ingram’s rendition of Balzac’s “Eugénie 


Grandet,” with particular emphasis on the 
pictorial values. 
Experience. Paramount.—Expensive pro- 


duction of a ham allegorical drama, involving 
Richard Barthelmess, Marjorie Daw and a 
vast number of New York’s most noted chorus 
girls. 

A Virgin Paradise. Fox—Pearl White 
knocks the villain for a whole row of loops 
in one of the most amusing melodramas of 
movie history. 

For Review Next Weex—‘“4t the End of 
the W orld,” “A Midnight Bell,” “Pilgrims of 
Love,” “Wedding Bells,” “The Hell-Diggers,” 
“Disraeli” and “Cappy Ricks.” 














The Tragedy of It 


“Haven’t you been engaged 
to Harry long enough to get 
married?” 


“Too long; he hasn’t a 
penny left.” 


—Sketch (London). 
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Metro—Rex | 











spirin 


Always say “Bayer” 
Unless you see the name “Bayer” 
on tablets, you are not getting gen- 
uine Aspirin prescribed by physi 
cians for 21 years and proved safe 
by millions. Directions in package, 


Aspirin is. the trade mark of Bayer Mane 
facture of Monoaceticacidester of Salicylicacid, 
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CAUTION 


Lire’s Subscription Department 
employs no direct travelling 
representatives; it does not of- 
fer prizes, college courses or 
other inducements for agents to 
canvass for subscriptions. Any- 
one soliciting subscriptions on 


any such basis should be turned 
over to the authorities as 4 
swindler. 


r with 
news 
do not 


Be sure to place your orde 
a reliable bookseller, 

agent or solicitor, if you 

mail it to Lire direct. 


| LIFE PUBLISHING COMPANY 
| 598 Madison Avenue, New York 


| TUCO) 














